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Eneas (grieving for the loſs of his Pilot Palinu- 
rus) lands at Cumæe near Naples; goes ſtrait 
to the Cave of the Sibyll, where whilſt he is 
taken up with viewing the Temple of Apollo, 
and feveral things there deſcribed, he is advi- 
ſed by her to perform his Devotions, and to 
offer Victims to the Gods, The Sacrifice ended, 
he enquires ſeveral ſuture Events of the Pro- 
Pheteſs, and propoſeth to her to go down to 

F 2 Hell, 
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Fell, to ſee his Father Anchiſes in the Elyſian 
Fields. The Sibyll returns him a threefold 
Anſwer, That he was immediately to engage 
in à terrible War with the Latin People : 
That he was to find out a golden Branch ve- 
ry difficult to be done) before he could go to 
Hell: That one of his Friends was dead on 
the Shore, ZEneas returning to his Fleet, finds 
tis lrumteter Milenus dead on the Sea- ſide, 
ed by Triton, a Sea God. Whilſt he and 
his Men are buſy in cutting Wood for Mile- 
nuss Funeral Pile, the Birds of Venus, two 
waie Pidgeons, direct /Eneas to the golden 
Branch. Here the funeral Rites of the Ro- 


mans are exattly deſcribed in the manner of 


Miſenus's funeral; which being done, and 
the noclarnal Sacrijices performed to the infer- 
nal Gods, Aneas and the Sibyll deſcend into Hell; 
where in the entry they ſee , Fir, The forms 
of ſeveral Monſters : Secondly, Upon the Brinis 
of the infernal Rivers many Ghoſts of Men, 
whoſe Bodies were unburied ; amongſt them 
Orontes, Leucaſpis, and Palinurus ; Thirdly, 
Charon, the Ferry-man of Hell, in the Rig er 
of Styx, whoſe Anger the Sibyll appeaſes, by 
ſhewing the golden Branch; Fourthly, Ra- 
ving croſs'd the River Styx, in the Gate they 
find Cerberus the Porter of Hell. Fifthlv, 
They ſee the Manſions which are inhabited, 
firſt, by the Ghoſts of Infants; ſecondly, by 
thoſe unjuſtly condemned, and put to death on 
Farth ; thirdly, by thoſe who had killed 
themſelves; Fourthly, The Ghoſts of Lovers, 
amongſt theſe Dido; Fifthly, The Ghoſts of 


Warriours ; amongſt theſe Deiphobus, om 0- 
ther 
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ther Trojan and Grecian Captains. Sixthly, 
They ſee on high, en the Left, the Priſons of 
the Wicked and damned Souls; and be- 
cauſe they cannot go thither, he is informed 
by the Sibyll of their ſeveral Puniſhments : 
Such as that of the Giants, Salmoneus, the 
Centaurs, Ixion, Theſeus, Pirithous and 
Tantalus. Seventhly, turning towards the 
Right, they come to the Elyſian Fields, where 
they find many Souls of Hero's, They are in- 
formed by Muſzus (the Greek Poet) of the Na- 
ture of the reſting Place of happy Souls; who 
alſo ſhews them the way to his Father Anchi- 
ſes. Eighthly, Anchiſes gives AEneas a full 
account of the Nature of Souls, and of the 
Creation of all Things (according to the Tenets 
of Pythagoras) and alſo ſheus him all the 
great Romans who were to deſcend from him 
down to Auguſtus Cæſar. Ninthly, Anchiſes 


having inſtructed him fully as to the Elyſian 


Fields, and what he was to meet with in the 
World, ſends out the Sibyll and FEneas by the 
Ivory Gate, who returns to his Fleet which, 
ſails to the Bay of Cajeta. 


Hus ſpoke the mournful Prince; Then 
ſpread more Sail, 

And ſoon made Orme with a gentle 

; 0 Gale; 

=== ThcirHeads tosea theShips ſecurely ride 


Hemming the Shore at Anchor ſide by fide. 
With eager haſte rhe Trojans leap'd aſhore. 5 
Some ſtrike out ſparks of Fire, long kept in tore 
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In Veins. of Flint ; ſome level to the Ground 

| The Dens of Beaſts, and ſhew the Springs they found. 
The good «/£neas to thoſe lofty Tow'rs 

Where Phzb»s reigns, to dreadful Caves and Bow'rs, 10 I 
Directs his ſteps, where Delos” God inſpires 4 
The S.bylls Breaſt with ſtrong brophetick Fires: | 


— „ —— 


| Theſe Dadains to Hecat rais'd (if true 

| The Fame recciv'd) when he from Mines flew : 1 
The firſt of Men, who cou'd on Nature dare 15 1 
To truſt his weight on nimble Wings in Air, 


Through Paths untry'd he bent his airy way, 
Northwards to Tow'rs in the cumæan Bay, 

His ſaving Wings he yow'd to Phabus? Fame, 

And built a lofty Temple to his Name; 20 
Upon its ſtately Front his skilful Hand 

* Emboſs'd Andrages death by Heay*ns command, 
The gricv'd Arhentans ſent to crete each Year 

Sev'n deſtin'd Yeuths his Murder to repair 3 

The fatal Urn which did their Names contain, 20 
With Crete at diſtance rais'd above the Maia, 

The well-grown Bull, who fird Paſyhae's Breaſt 

With Luft unnatural, to the Life expreſs'd ; 

To pleaſe her Gallant ſhe exchang'd her Shape, 


And like a Cow receiy'd the luſty Leap: zo 

© From her that monſtrous Brood, half Man above =. 
Half Bull below, the Child of brutal Love. 
The Labytinth, for cudleſs windings fam'd, 
For this dire Gueſt by Daedalus was fram's ; 
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In pity he to Ariadne's love, 35 

(Such charms had Beauty bath'd in Tears to move:) 

Preſery'd her Theſcus, and to eaſe her ſmart, 

Diſclos'd the Secret aud reveal'd his Art, 

Unlock'd the Mazes. Thus a ſlender Thread- 

Return'd the Lover to the Lover's Bed. 40 

Poor Icarus, Grief pierc'd thy Father's Heart, 

Elſe thou hadſt ſhar'd the wonders of this Art: 

© Twice he eſſay'd to caſt thy Fate in Cold, 

* His trembling Hands twice dcop'd the forming Mould, 
Theſe, aad ſuch fights, delight £12) Eyes, 45 

3 Achates with the Sibyll comes; ſhe 11 

Why thus on trivial Sights your Timon gd 

The God requires you ſhou'd his Rites end: 

As grateful Victims vo his mighty Nam, 

Seven unyok'd Steers, ſeven ſpotleſs Sheen aſt flame. 50 

The Tr-jans heard her words, and ſoon OVeY 3 

When Heaven commands 'tis impious to delay, 

The holy Prjeſtets next Ænea, calls 

Up to the I. fty Temple's outmoſt Walls.; 

Cut out in Cliffs of cums cragged H. 

Whoſe hundred Doors a hundred Voice : 

The Siby/Ps anſwers ſrom the Cave reſo: 1, 

And ſhake the Caverns of the hollo und. 

Before the Gate the Virgin call'd alot 

No is the time; he comes, behold e God! 66 

Her vatying Looks and Face, with t4;tins } ir, 

The invazd Tumult of her Soul dec! : 


85 


Full 
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Full of the God her Boſom fiercely ſwells, 

She bigger ſeems, her Voice by far excels 

All human ſound : When the inſpiring God 65 
Poſleſs'd her lab'ring Soul, ſhe call'd aloud : 

Pray, pray «/£neas ; without Vows and Pray*r 

No Mortal is allow'd to enter here. 


The Prince himſelf thus pray*d. -------- 1 
Great Phæbus, we, the wretched Trojans, own | 
Thou fill haſt Pity to our ſuff ring ſhown. 

Thy hand directed Pari“ killing Steel, 

To fierce Achille“ vulnerable Heel ; >» 
Under thy Conduct I have coafted round, 8 


The Trojans hearts were filbd with ſudden dread, 4 
Cold ſtreams of ſweat their ſhaking Joints o' erſpread, 70 1 


Vaſt Regions, and have heard the dreadful ſound 

Of Seas which Africk and the Syrtes bound. ; 
With joy at laſt Halian Ground 1 view, 4 
Which ſeems to fly me till as I purſue, 80 


by —_ 1 


Fortune thus far hath vex'd the Trojan Race, 


4 


Now let our Labours by thy favour ceaſe. 

Since Troy's no more, ye Gods, and Pow*rs above, 
She may your Pity, not your Envy move. 

And thou, great Propheteſs, who things to come s; 
Know'ſt as things paſt, let me reach Latium 

Lask my due, that Trejan Gods may find 

A place of Reft, now toſs'd by Seas and Wind; 

© 1 ſhall! to Phebus and Diana's Names 

* Great Temples build, with Feſtivals and Games: 9 | 
Nor | 
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Nor ſhalt thou ſacred Maid cſcape my care, 
While to your Fame I ſhining Altars rear; 
Where choſen Prieſts (hall guard thy holy Place, 
And ſecret Fates, foretold the Dardan Race, 
rrorhetick Maid, your Oracles rehearſe, 95 
Nor write on fleeting Leaves your holy Verſe, ; 
T Left ſporting Winds diſplace the Characters. 
Impatient of the God, ſhe reels and raves, 
A:ound the Vault; her Heart with Fury heaves. 
She ſtrove to ſhake the Godhead from her Soul: 100 
Mortals in vain Celeſtial Pow'rs controul ; 
He curb'd her foaming Mouth, her Boſom fir'd, 
P:oportion'd to the Spirit he inſpit'd. 
Now of themſelyes the hundred Gates unfold, 
Through which the Siby/Ps. Prophefics are told, 105 
Great hazards you have paſt at Sea, yet more, 
And greater ſtill attend you on the Shore. 
Fear not, the Trojans ſhall old Latiwn gain, 


g And ſoon repent theit Voyage o' er the Main. 
* Wars, horrid Wars I ſec along the Shore, 116 
And Tyber foaming red with human Gore. 
A Simors and Xanthus you ſhall find, 

w 4 irh Grecian Camps; like you, of heavenly kind, 


A new Achilles waits you where you go, 

And Juno with him join'd, your conſtant Foe. Its 
n this diſtreſs all the Auſonian State 

Aud Towns you ſhall for preſent Aid intreat : 

The 
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The Root of all this Ill, a foreign Wife, 

Still ſource, and fatal to the Trojan Strife : 

Fortune ſubmits to Valour, never yield, 120 
But dare her boldly, meet her in the Field. 

When leaſt you hope, you certain ſafety find, 

A Grecian Town ſhall to your Cauſe prove kind. 

This from the holy Place the Siby/! ſung, 

And round the Vault the Inſpiration rung, 125 
Deep Truths wrapt up in words of doubtful Senſe: 
Phebss at laſt withdraws his influence; 

Checking th impulſes of her panting Breaſt, 

Her foaming Rage and raging Fury ceas'd. 

O holy Maid, you no new thing deviſe, 

No view of Labour can my Soul ſurprize, 

(The Hero faid) 1 have refoly'd on all, 

And ſtand prepar'd to meet whate'er befal. 

But fince the Palace of th' infernal King, 
(Whence Acheron's black Flood derives its ſpring) 135 
Is near at hand, 1 beg your help to go 5 


To ſee my Father in the Shades below; 

Lead me the way, theſe hid Receſſes ſhew. 

His feeble Limbs my back did gladly bear 

Through Flames, through Greeks, through dangers of 
the War; 140 
With me he ſhar'd the hazard of the Seas, 

Contemn'd the Storms and his neglected Eaſc? 


But 
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329 
But when his Soul fled to the Shades beneath, 


He charg'd me, praying with his lateſt Breath, 5 
To ask your Aid, and ſee him after Death. 145 
Pity the Son and Father's begging State, 


Aud yield our Pray'rs ; for what you grant is Fate. 


Such truſt great Proſerpine ne'cr gave in vain 

O'er the infernal Groves: The Thracian Swain 

With Muſick charm'd the Shades, brought back his Fair, 

His lov'd Eurydice to open Air. 

Could Cafor and his Brother live and die 

By equal turns? Could Theſeus Hell dehe 2 

Or Hercules? with th:irs my Blood's the fame, 

My Line Immortal from the Thund'rer came. 
Thus pray'd the Hero, then his Arms embrace 

The ſacred Altars. Piince of heav'nly Race, 

* (The Maid replics) with caſe we find the way 

* ToHell, the Gates are open Night and Day : 

But oh! how hard and difficult to tread 

The Paths, to heav'nly Light which upward lead? 

Few Favourites of Heav'n, belov'd of Fove, 

Could by tranſcendent Victue mount above. 

Thick Woods and Shades o'erſpread the middle Ground, 

Which black ct. Streams encompals round. 170 


IST 


169 


165 


But ſince your Soul's ſo fill'd with ſtrong deſire, 
Of croſſing twice thoſe Floods of liquid Fire; 


Of viewing twice the boundleſs Deeps below; 
Chatm'd with the bold attempt, befote you go, > 
P.cce.ve from me what is tequix'd of you, 175 


On 
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On a ſpread Oak there lurks a Branch of Gold, 
Sacred to Proſeypine from times of Old; 
Shaded with gloomy Woods, depriv'd of Light, 
A conſtant Fence from prying Mortals ſight. 
E'er any dare th' infernal Seats behold 120 
They firſt muſt pull the Branch whoſe Leaves are Gold. 
The mighty Empreſs of the Realms of Night 
Requires this grateful Preſent as her right. 
The firſt broke off, a ſecond in its room, 
Like to the firſt, with golden Leaves will bloom. 185 
With Eyes lift up find out the ſacred Bough, 
And ſeize when found; it drops, if Heav'n allow, 
And willingly iaclines to meet your Hand; 
But Strength and Steel are vain if Fate withſtand. 
Beſides unknown to you, your hopeleſs Friend 190 
Whilſt here you pray and on the Gods attend ; 
By his untimely Fate pollutes your Hoſt, 
Perform his Kites, appeaſe his wand'ring Ghoſt : 
Black Victims to the holy Altar lead 
The Gods below, firſt Off rings for the Dead: 195 
Then youth” infernal Lakes, thoſe Realms of Night, 
May view, though ſeldom ſhewn to human Sight. 

The Prince with Eyes caſt down, and full of Thought, 
Goes from the Cave, his Heart with Sorrow fraught : 


Faithful Acharcs ſhares his Grief and Way, 206 


And equal Cares his troubl'd Soul bewray. 
Much Talk they had, afflicted and amaz'd, 
This dilmal Chance alike their Wonder rais'd 
+ T0 
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To know this hapleſs Friend they muſt inter. | 
Both ſaw too ſoon the Cauſe of all their Fear, 205 
For lo! the brave Miſenus nurder'd lay, 

All pale and lifeleſs on reſembling Clay: 

= 1gnobly lain. 

Z The Son of Aolus, none better knew, 

: To raiſe old Courage and inſpire the new; 310 
Or by his martial Sounds or fiexce Alarms, 

Still firſt in Danger and the laſt in Arms: 

Heftor's Aſſiſtant in the Trojan War, 

Both with his Trumpet and his pointed Spear. 

But when Achilles by a fatal Blow, 215 
Had ſent that Hero to the Shades below, 

Miſenus choſe uta, for his Lord; 

„He cou'd not ſtoop to leſs, nor Fortune more affoxd. 

| But, as he ſounded o'er the liquid Plains, 

Nad to out- vie the Gods in lofty Strains, 220 
he rival'd Triton (whom his Song provokes) 

2 Seiz'd by Surprize, and drown'd among the Rocks: 

„„ Its ſtrange, if true, that his ſtupendous Skill 

Should even immortal Pow*rs with Envy fill. | 
With doleful Cries the Trejans rend the Air, 225 
Eneas moſt of all. They next prepare 

ö I' obey the Sityll, weeping all the while, 

i And cut whole Groves to raiſe a Fun'ral Pile: 
They haſteto Thickets of an ancient Wood, 

© Which long for etuel Beaſts a Covert ſtood; 
Vo I. II. 68 
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here by the force of oft-repeated Strokes 

They Pitch-Trees fell, with Aſh and ſturdy Oaks: 

From rocky Mountains greateſt Pines they throw, 

Whoſe lofty Tops fill all the Vales below. 

Accouter'd as the reſt, «/Eneas ſhows 235 

Example to his Friends, by luſty Blows ; 

Alone he mus'd, and as he penſive ſtood, 

Thus pray'd as he beheld the ſhady Wood. 

Were I, ye Gods, ſo happy now to ſee 

In this great Wood, the ſhining ſacred Tree: 240 

Since the fam'd S:byl! told, alas! too true, 

Miſenus Death. He ſaid, when (ſtrange!) in view 

Two Doves appear, deſcending thro” the Skies 

Upon the graſly Plain : Knowing his Mother's Birds, he 
cries : | 

© Be you my Guides, if any Tract is found, 245 

Where golden Twigs o'erſpread the teeming Ground: 

And thou, fair Goddeſs, never leave thy Son 

In his Diſtreſs. This ſaid, he ſtraight went on, 

Obſerving ſtill their Courſe. 1 

They, feeding, hopt along before his Sight, 250 

Which eaſily purſu'd their ling” ring Flight. 

But when arriv*d to Acheron's ſtinking Lake, 


Through yielding Air their airy Way they make ; | " 
To wiſh*d-for Seats they flew with eager haſte, * 
Till on. the double Tree they perch'd at laſt. 255 17 
The golden ;ough quite through the Verdure ſhines, H 


Like that Excreſcence which in Winter twines 


Round 
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45 


250 


255 


a 


Book VI. ANETS. 333 


Round fading Oaks ; which wanting Seed and Root, 

Its Saffron Leaves from viſcous Moiſture ſhoot. 

Ey*n thus the Branch appear'd, whoſe golden Rind 260 

And ſhining Leaves play'd in the wanton Wind. 

With ſo much haſte the Hero ſciz'd the Bough, 

Though Fate gave way, both Fate and it ſeem'd flow : 

His Fate obtain'd, to the dread Sybi/"s Eyes 

«/£Eneas next expos'd the fatal Prize. 265 
Mean while the zealous Trojans? pious Care, 

The brave Miſenus) Funeral prepare. 

Firſt from the Ground a mighty Pile they raiſe 

Of Oaks new fell'd, fat Pines, and Fir; to theſe 

They add the Twigs of Pitch- Tree and of Ewe, 270 

And round in order fatal Cypreſs ftrew : 

His ſhining Arms and Armour crown the Pile; 

On flaming Fire the brazen Cauldrons boil, 0 


They waſh the Body, then anoint with Oil. 


Then place him on a Bier, they cover o'er 

With ſcarlet Robes, which brave Mi/enus wore. 

Some bear, ſome fire the Pile, and turn away a 
Their Face; ſad Duty (as of old) they pay. 

Next Oil and Incenſe on the Fire they throw, 280 
* With Fat ot victims which his Friends beſtow. 

When horinæus ſaw the Flames expire, 

The Bones and Aſhes, which had ſcap'd the Fire, 

He gather'd up, and all the Warm Remaias, 

When waſh'd in Wine, a brazen Urn contaias. 285 


Gg 2 With 


They mourn his Death, his cruel Fate deplore; 85 5 
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Where by the force of oft-repeated Strokes 

They Pitch-Trees fell, with Aſh and ſturdy Oaks: 
From rocky Mountains greateſt Pines they throw, 
Whoſe lofty Tops fill all the Vales below. 


' Accouter'd as the reſt, «£neas ſhows 235 


Example to his Friends, by luſty Blows ; 

Alone he mus'd, and as he penſive ſtood, 

Thus pray'd as he beheld the ſhady Wood. 

Were I, ye Gods, ſo happy now to ſee 

In this great Wood, the ſhining ſacred Tree: 240 

Since the fam'd Sibyll told, alas! too true, 

Miſenus? Death. He ſaid, when (ſtrange !) in view 

Two Doves appear, deſcending thro? the Skies 

Upon the graſly Plain : Knowing his Mother's Birds, he 
ries : x 

Be you my Guides, if any Tract is found, 2245 

Where golden Twigs o' erſpread the teeming Ground: 

And thou, fair Goddeſs, never leave thy Son 

In his Diſtreſs. This ſaid, he ſtraight went on, 

Obſerving ſtill their Courſe. 

They, feeding, hopt along before his Sight, 250 

Which eaſily purſu'd their ling' ring Flight. 

But when arriv'd to Acheron's ſtinking Lake, 


Through yielding Air their airy Way they make ; 


To wiſh*d-for Seats they flew with cager haſte, 
Till on. the double Tree they perch'd at laſt. 255 
The golden Bough quite through the Verdure ſhines, 
Like that Excreſcence which in Winter twines 
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Round fading Oaks; which wanting Seed and Root, 

Its Saffron Leaves from viſcous Moiſture ſhoot. 

Ey*n thus the Branch appear'd, whoſe golden Rind 260 

And ſhining Leaves play'd in the wanton Wind. 

With ſo much haſte the Hero ſeiz'd the Bough, 

Though Fate gave way, both Fate and it ſeem'd flow : 

His Fate obtain'd, to the dread Huus Eyes 

HFneas next expos'd the fatal Prize. 265 
Mean while the zealous Trojans? pious Care, 

The brave Miſenu Funeral prepare. 

Firſt from the Ground a mighty Pile they raiſe 

Of Oaks new fell'd, fat Pines, andFir; to theſe 

They add the Twigs of Pitch-Tree and of Ewe, 

And round in order fatal Cypreſs ſtrew : 


His ſhining Arms and Armour crown the Pile; 0 


270 


On flaming Fire the brazen Cauldrons boil, 

They waſh the Body, then anoint with Oil. 

They mourn his Death, his cruel Fate deplore; ) 275 
Then place him on a Bier, they cover o'er 8 
With ſcarlet Robes, which brave Miſenus wore. 

Some bear, ſome fire the Pile, and turn away 


Their Face; ſad Duty (as of old) they pay. 
= © Next Oil and Incenſe on the Fire they throw, 280 


© With Fat of Victims which his Friends beſtow. 


When Chorinews ſaw the Flames expire, 
Ihe Bones and Aſhes, which had ſcap'd the Fire, 
> Hegather'd up, and all the Warm Remains, 


When waſh*'d.in Wine, a brazen Urn contains. 285 
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With Olive Branches dipp'd in pureſt Dew, 

Hethyice among the Trojans Water threw. 

Thus purify*d, no longer they attend 

The Fun'ral Rites of their unhappy Friend. 

A ftately Tomb the good nta, rears, 290 
Which brave Miſinus Arms and Trumpets bears; 

Under a lofty Mountain, to which Fame 

Has given for time to come, AMſiſenu Name. 

Theſe Rites perform'd, the Prince with ſpeed obey'd, 
What was injoyn'd by the Prophetick Maid. 295 
A dreadful Cave, with Rocks environ'd round, 

Which dusky Lakes and blacker Woods ſurtound; 
Belching ſuch noiſome Vapours to the Sky, 
O'er it the ſwifteſt Fowl dare ſcarcely fly. 


Anus firſt four coal-black Bullocks brings, 
The Sibyll Wine upon their Foreheads flings : 
* Pulling the curled Hair between the Horns. 
« Theſe firſt Oblations on the Altar burns. 
Then Hecate calls, whoſe Pow'ris ev'ry where 30; 
In Hell, on Earth, through Regions of the Air. 
With Daggers ſome the proſtrate Victims lay, 
Under the Wounds ſome hallow'd Bowls convey. 
The pious Trojan then his Faulchion drew, þ 
310 


For this the Grecian Bard Avernus ſings, 5 300 


To Night and Earth a Lamb of ſable Heu, 
To Proſerpine a barren Heifer ſlew. 
Then whole burnt Off rings to great Pluto kill'd, 
And ſeven ſtrong Bulls his flaming Altar fill'd : 
| And 
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And then ſweet Oyls and fragrant Oyntments pour'd 

On burning Entrails which the Fire devour'd. 315 

This Sacrifice, which in the Night begun, 

Burnt on, and laſted till the rifing Sun. 

When from Earth's Hollow dreadful Sounds were heard 

Of frighten'd Nature, ſacred Groves appear'd 

As if they mov'd, and Dogs were heard to back 320 

At the approach of Hecate in the Dark. 

Fly hence, far hence (the Sibyll call'd aloud) 

All unprepar'd, with ſpeed forſake the Wood. 

Prince, draw your Sword and force your way, for here 

Are dreadful Sights will try what Heart you bear. 325 

This ſaid, her ſelf into the Cave ſhe thiew, 

And he as boldly did her Steps purſue. 
Infernal Gods, who rule the Shades below, 

Chaos and Phlegethon, ye Realms of Woe, 

Grant what I've heard I may to light expoſe, 33S- 

Secrets which Earth, and Night, and Hell incloſe. 
They went obſcur'd in gloomy Shades of Night, 

Through empty Regions deſtitute of Light ; 

As when Men walk by Night in thickeſt Woods, 

When Fove o'ercaſts the pale-fac'd Moon with Clouds. 

Juſt at the Entrance of th? infernal Gate, 336 

Grief and revenging Cares have fix'd their Seat: 

Here pale Diſeaſes dwell, with Tad old Age, 

Fears, ſhameful Want, and Hunger prompting Rage, - 

Forms terrible to ſee ; here's Death and Toil, 340 

And Death's Companion, Sleep; Joys which deguile- 

Gg 3 Foor-- 
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Poor mortal Creatures: Here is dreadful War 

Opposꝰ' d to theſe, and ſhakes a bloody Spear: 

Diſtracted Strife, Furies in iron Beds, 

With twining Vipers curling round their Heads. 345 

A lofty Elm o*erſhades the middle Ground, 

Its ſpreading Boughs reach a vaſt Compaſs round: 

Cloſe to whoſe trembling Leaves vain Dreams, they 
ſay, | 

Have their Abodes, but lighter far than they. 

The Forms of divers Monſters haunt the Place, 350 

Eye-killing Gorgons and the Harpyes Race; 

chimæra arm'd with Fire, and thouſands more 

Such Gueſts inhabit round the Stygian Shore. 

Theſſalian Centaurs near the Entry dwell, 


| Where double $c/ls hath its diſmal Cell. 5s. 


Hece is the hundred-handed Giant's Shape, 

Here Hydra*'s Mouths with horrid Hiſſings gape, 

There threefold Geryon, who at once did reign, 

In diſtin Bodies, o'er three Iſles of Spain. 

Struck with a ſudden Fear, /£vneas drew 360 
As if he would th* inſulting Shades purſue ; 

But that his holy Guide told what they were, 

At beſt but empty Forms of bladder'd Air. 

T' infernal .Acheron hence lies the way, 

Whoſe whirling Eddy's thick with Mud and Clay: 36; 
Its dusky Sand to black Coqtus rolls, 

Caron alone the hortid Waves controuls, 
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Down from his Chin his grizly Beard undreſs'd, 
Uncomb'd, falls dangling on his hoary Cheſt ; 
His hollow Eyes are ſunk in glaring Fire, 370 
Ty'd on his Shoulders hangs his courſe Attire: 
Freighted with Souls he drives his ruſty Boat, 
With Pole and Sail acroſs th' infernal Mote. 
Though old, yet ſtrong ; on him vaſt Numbers wait, 
Matrons and Men bereav'd of Life by Fate. 375 
The greater Souls of Hero's, blooming Maids, 
And Youths of Parents living doom'd to Shades, 
Thick as the Leaves in Autumn fall in Woods, 
Or Birds, when fote'd by Storms from Winter Floods, 
Seek after milder Climates on the Land, 380 
Here Ghoſts ſtood thicker on the Stygian Strand; 
Their airy Arms the neareſt ſtretching wide, 
And beg quick Paſſage to the other ſide. 
Some Souls the ſurly Ferry-man wafts o' er, 
And thruſts off others from the burning Shore. 395 
Moy'd and amaz'd «/£neas ask'd his Guide, ; 
What meant this earneſt thronging to the Tide? 0 
Why ſome receiy*d, and other Souls deny'd? 
© Son of .Anchiſes, Off-ſpring of the Gods, 
«© The Sibyll ſaid, you ſee the Stygian Floods, 390 
By which the Gods dare never vainly ſwear: | 
All are interr'd whom Stygian Waters bear: 
* The Boat-man, Charen : The expecting Crowd- 
Of Souls you ſee along th' infernal Flood, 

Want 
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Want funeral Rites above, whoſe ſudden ends. 295 
Have ſnatch'd their Bodies from theic mourning Friends, 
The Body firſt muſt funeral Rites partake, 

Before the Soul can croſs the Stygian Lake. 

A hundred Tears theſe Fields they wander o'er, | 
That time expir'd they reach the wiſh*d-for Shoxe. 400 
«/Eneas ſtops, bemoans their cruel Fate, 

And finds Leucaſpes in this diſmal State; 

The Lycian Admiral, Orontes too, 

The Southern Wind O erſet his Ship and Crew; 

Sailing from Aſia to th' Italian Coaſt, 403 
In foaming Billows Ship and all was loft. 

Vex'd Palinurus comes, his Eye-balls roll 

In Scouls, and ſhew the anguiſh of his Soul : 

« Whilft he. obſerv'd the Stars by Night, aud bore 
His Courſe from Africk to the Latian Shore, 410 
He fell amidſt the Waves. «/Enea: cries, 

When firſt through gloomy Shades the Ghoſt he ſpies : . 
Say, Palinurus, which of all the Gods 

Tore thee from us, toperith in the Floods ? 

For hitherto Apollo always true, 415 
Sincere in all, but what relates to-you : . 

His Oracles aſſur'd me long before, 

That you ſhow'd ſafely reach th? Italian Shore. 

This 1 beliey'd, and on his Word rely'd, 

* Is this his promis'd Faith? The Ghoſt reply'd, 420 
Nor you, nat me, Apollo hath deceiv'd, 

Nor was I by that God of Life bereav'd; . 
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The Helm I govern'd, overcome with Sleep, 
1 with me drew, and plung'd into the Deep. 
Nor was I (by the watry Pow'rs I ſwear) 425 
* Concern'd for Life, for you was all my Care; 
Fearing your Ship, the Helm and Pilot loſt, 
Should be by ſwelling Seas and Tempeſts toſt, 
* Three bluſt' ting Nights, blown by the Southern Wind, 
On Seas 1 floated, could no landing find; 430 
The fourth Day dawn'd, and then I cou'd perceive 
tatian Land, high mounted on a Wave: 
Forcing my ſelf 1 ſafely ſwam io Shore x 
* Andgraſp'dthe Rocks, quite ſpent, and wet all o'er : 
The fieree Lucanians arm'd againſt me drew, 435 
Expecting Booty, ignorantly flew, 
Now for an Urn 1 have a rolling Wave, 
And all the Tyrrhen Waters for a Grave. 
By all that's Holy both in Heav'n and Earth, 
By old Anchiſes, by lulu“ Birth; 449 
For their dear Sakes I beg, your Pity crave 
Of all my Woes 3 my Bones throw in a Grave, 
Which you in Velias' Bay with caſe may find: 
But if fair Cytherea prove more kind, | 
And ſhew ſome Means by which you may convey 44 
My wand'ring Ghoſt, and all my Griefs allay ; 
Without the Preſence of ſome friendly God, 
What Man wou'd come to view this dark Abode ? 
Reach me your Hand, eaſe my afflicted Mind, 
That I in death a reſting Place my find; 450 
Thus 
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Thus Palinurus. Then the Sibyll ſpoke. 

What ſtrange Defire can thus your Soul provoke ? 
Dare you, who want all funeral Rites, behold 
The Furies curling Snakes? are you ſo bold, 
Uncall'd, to viſit the infernal Seats? 

Nor hope by praying to controul rhe Fates, 

Let this atone your Fate, your dire Miſchance 3 
The Towns all round ſhall expiate the Offence : 
Conftrain'd by Prodigies a Tomb ſhall rear, | 
And pleaſe your Ghoſt with yearly Gifts and Pray'rz 460 
And to all future Ages ſhall proclaim, 

This ſacred Ground bears Palmurus? Name. 

This eas'd his Mind, his Soul with Pleaſure fill'd, 

The Flace ſhould bear his Name where he was kill'd. 
The good ea, and his holy Guide, 

Their way continue to the River ſide; 

Whom charon ſeeing from the Stygian Flood, 
Approach the Shore and croſs the ſilent Wood. 
He call'd aloud; Mortal, whoe'er you are 
Who dare in Arms upon theſe Banks appear ; 470 
Retire from hence, theſe dusky Shores 1 keep 

Sacred to Night, to gloomy Shades and Sleep: 

Say, what has brought you to the Realms below? 

No human Bodies o'er theſe Waters go: 


455 


465 


Nor had 1 cauſe to boaſt Aleide- name, 475 
Or when great Theſeus or Pirithous came, 


All ſprung from Gods, and of immortal Fame. 


One 
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One bound in Chains the trembling Porter led 
From Plato's Throne, two would defile his Bed: 
To whom the Si briefly : Ceaſe to frown, 4to 
Theſe Arms all Fraud and Violence diſown. 
Let Cerberus with howlings ſtill moleſt 
The trembling Ghoſts ; let P/wro*s Queen be chaſte : 
The Prince you fee, ſo fam'd for filial Love 
And deeds in War, comes hither from above, ; 485 
To ſee Anchiſes in the Elyſian Grove. 
But if ſuch pious Duty and ſuch worth 
Fail to perſuade, (rhe hidden Branch holds ſorth) 
This Preſent muſt prevail. The ſurly God 
From anger ceas'd, admi.'d the ſhining Rod, 498 
* Not ſeen for many Years : He put to land, 
« The Ghoſts forſook their Seats at his command: 
* Then clear'd the Deck, recciv*d the mighty Freight, 
« The leaky Veſſel groan'd beneath the weight. 
At laſt Anueas and his holy Guide, 
He ſafely landed on the other fide. 
Couch'd in his Cave, huge cerberus they found, 
Whoſe thund'ring Yells through theſe dark Kingdoms 
ſound : 
His Neck begun to ſwell, his Serpents hiſs'd, 
All round his Creſt their ſpiral Volumes twiſt. 500 
Soon as the Sybil! did his anger view, 
A Sop prepar'd with ſleepy Drugs ſhe threw : 
Which he in haſte with famiſh'd Jaws receives, 
The Charm his Hunger and his Rage deceives. 


495 


Imme- 
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immediate Sleep invades his drowſy Eyes, 305 
While on the Ground his monſtrous Body lies. 
The Guard aſleep, c/Eneas gains the way, 

From whence there's no return to light of Day. 
Hard by the Gate the Ghoſts of Babes new born, 
Whom rigid Fate from Mothers Breaſts had torn, 5 10 

With unayailing Plaints were heard to cry; 

Form'd not to be, and only born to die. 

Next legal murder'd Souls, by Forms of Laws, 

And Peers, who ſat on all, except the Cauſe, 
Now after Death with Juſtice find their due ; 315 
Great Minos calls his Council, muſt review 


The Sentence, and their Lives ſeverely hear, 
"Where no apoſtate Witneſs dares appear. 
Self-murd' ring Souls were next, haters of Light, | 

Miſtaken Fools, damn'd to eternal Night; 520 a 

Repenting of their change, would now retrieve : 

Their mighty loſs, and be content to live: A 

The Fates are deaf to theſe poor Wretches cry, N 

Nine Stygiav Channels their return deny. By 

Not far from thence, ſtretch'd out on ev*ry fide, 525 Tl 

Lie gloomy Plains, where Groves of Myrtle hide 10 

Thoſe pining Souls, whom irteſiſtleſs Love, re 

With endleſs Tears, and whining kill'd above: 1 
In ſecret Paths they feel like Pains below, Ho 
Death, which ends all, ne' er ends a Lover's Woe. 530 Th; 

e/£ncas, Phadra here, and Procris found, 5 


There Eriphyle ſhew'd Alamæon's Wound : : 
Ewvadne 
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Evadne and Paſipnae, Laodamia too, 
And with them hand in hand ſaw caneus go; 
A Virgin once, by the decrees of Fate, 765 
Now after Death reſumes her former State. 
With theſe th unhappy Dido, newly come, 
While her freſh bleeding Wound expreſs'd her Doom, 
Walk'd thro' the Woods; when her the Hero knew 
Through Shades, and near her ſtood, as when we 
view $46 

The riſing Moon, thro? Clouds, when ſhe is new; 
We ſee, or think we ſee her in the Skies; 
A Flood of Tears fell from his weeping Eyes : 
By Grief intranc'd his amorous fit returns, 
The Fire renew'd with greater ardour burns. $45 
Ah! Queen (hecries) alas I find its true, 
What 1 have heard by Fame concerning you ; 
That her own hand made fair Eliſa bleed, 
Alas! I fear, I caus'd the bloody Deed. 
Now by the Gods above, and thoſe below, 550 
By all the ſtarry Heavens I firmly vow: 
The Gods, no choice of mine, made me forſake 
Your Arms, and forc'd me to the Stygian Lake; 
To this dire place inclos'd with ſhades of Night, 
© To theſe dark Regions deſtitute of Light ; 65S 
How cou'd I think, or how durſt 1 believe, 
That even to death you wou'd my Abſence grieve ? 
Stay, Princeſs, ſtay, conſider whom you fly, 
The Minute Fate allows will you deny? 

Vo L. II. H h Thus 
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Thus with ſoft words the weeping Hero ſtrove 560 
To ſooth her Anger, and her Hate remove: 

Silent ſhe ſtood with a diſdainful Frown, 

And on the Ground her ſullen Looks caſt down j 
Fix'd as a marble Rock which braves the Floods : 
Then ſprung with Fury to the ſhady Woods, 565 
To ſhun his Sight and meet her former Mate, 

Equal in Sorrow, Kindneſs, and in Fate. 

Mov'd with her Death, Æucas watry Eyes 

Follow with Looks of Pity while ſhe flies, 

And then purſues the way the Fates ordain'd, 370 
He and his Guide the outmoſt Fields attain'd ; 
Where by themſclves Heroick Souls remain 

Of Men renown'd in War. Here on the Plain 

He met Parthenopens, Tideus here, 

And pale Adraſtus trembling till through fear. 575 
Of Trojan Ghoſts he ſaw a mighty Train, 

All much regretted, all in Battel lain; 

© Therſslockus, Glaucus, Medon with the reſt, 

« Antenor's Sons; and Ceres ſacred Prieſt, 

Great Po.ybetes, glad 14445 there 525 
Driving his Chariot, in his Hand a Spear. 


Enquiring Ghoſts around ÆHuea, ſtood, 
Not ſatisfy'd to view they nearer crowd; 
They're pleas'd to ſtay and gaze, and long to know, 
What Chance had brought him to the Shades below, 585 
Not ſo the Captains of Aridi; Hoſt 
Beheld the Prince, amaz'd they quit their Poſt, 

; AS 
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As heretofore, when to their Fleet they ran 
At the approach of ſo well known a Man. 
Some wou'd have cry*d, cou'd they have cry*d for fear, 
When firſt they ſaw his glitt'ring Arms appear. 357 
Deiphobus, old Priam's Son, near theſe, 
Mangl'd and torn from Head to Foot, he ſees; 
His Hands, Ears, Noſe cut off, his Face appears 
Cover'd all o'er with ignominious Scars: 585 
« He ſcarcely knew him, ſtriving to diſown 
His ſad diſgrace, and fearing to be known. 
The good <Eneas kindly call'd his Friend, 
And longs to hear his ſad and fatal end. 
Thrice noble Prince, who cou'd ſuch Pains enjoin 606 
On Royal Blood, and ſprung from Teucer's Line? 
What cruel Mortal could ſo meanly kill? 
Or who had power to uſe the Brave ſo ill? 
For I have heard our laſt and fatal Night, 
That after wonders you perform'd in Fight, 605 
Endeavouring ſtill your Countrey to ſuſtain, 
You fell its Victim over heaps of Slain, 
An empty Tomb on the Mtean Shore 
I rais'd, your Arms and greater name it bore; 
With loudeſt Voice 1 rent the trembling Air, 619 
And thrice invok'd your Ghoſt ; I tock all care, 
In native Ground your Body to inter, 
Deiphobus reply*d, You all things pay'd 
Fit for the quiet of my wandring Shade: 

Hh 2 «© But 
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But crnel Fate; and my more cruel Wife, 615 
* Inconſtant Helena, bet ray'd my Life: | 

She plung'd me in theſe Woes, her marks 1 bear. 
Our fad and diſmal Night, then free from Care, 

Alas (you know too well) in Joys we paſt, 

And never thought it was to be our laſt, 620 
The fatal Horſe roll'd in through Walls thrown down, 
Full fraught with Gree/ans to invade the Town: 

She cunningly a Feaſt to Bacchus, feign'd, 

With Balls and Masks our Ladies entertain'd : 

She with a Torch led up the ſolemn Dance, 625 
The ſignal to the Grecians to advance. 

Mean while with watching and with cares oppreſs'd, 

% Unhappy I had laid me down to reſt ; 

Reſt, more 1'ke Death than Sleep my ſenſes ſeiz'd, 

My drooping Soul and weary'd Body eas'd. 630 
My worthy Spouſe diſarm'd my Houſe, from whence 

She ſtole my truſty Sword, my ſure defence, 

She Menelaus call'd, unbarr'd the Door, 

Hoping his Pardon for what paſt before, 0 
And hid old Crimes by ſtill committing more; 9) 635 
They enter, on me ruſh, and baſely kill: 

Amongſt the firſt (the Author of all 111) 

Bafe-born Viyſes! May the Gods repay 

© Such meaſure to the Greeks, if 1 with Juſtice pray. 

My end you know, *tis now your turn to tell 640 


What chance hath brought you living down to Hell? 
7 = 
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Is it your roving o'er the foaming Main? 
Or is it whatthe Gods and Fate ordain ? 
While they diſcourſe, the Chariot of the Sun 
Thro* more than half th* Ethereal Courſe had run, 6435 
And had to Thetis rolling Waves declin'd 
But thus the Siby/! put the Prince in mind 
Their time was ſhort. We weeping ſpend the Day, 
The Night comes on apace, and here the way 
Divides it (ſelf; this to Ehm tends. | 656. 
And Plate's Court, that on the Left which ſends 
Souls of the damn'd to everlaſting Pains, 
For ever there to howl in fiery Chains. 
Then thus Deiphobus: Thou holy Maid, 
Forbear your Anger *gainſt a trembling Shade: 65s 
I go to darkneſs, with pale Ghoſts retire, 
* Till my appointed time of Years expire : 
Go on, brave Prince, and better Fortune ſhare, 
Then with theſe words he yaniſh'd into Air. 
* «Fneas turning to the Left, eſpy' d 660 
A dreadful Fortreſs, ftrong on every ſide 
With treble Walls, encompaſs'd all around 
By Phlegethon, where tumbling Rocks reſound 
Midſt burning Waves; the Adamantine Gate 
Upon the Front, whoſe Columns vaſtly great 665 
Support a Tow'r of Iron, which proudly ſtood, | 
Above th' inſulting reach of Man or God. 
T:/iphone does this dire Entry guard, 
la bloody Robes ſhe Night and Day keeps Ward; 


H h 3 With, 
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With watchful Ears they hear the Stripes and Pains 676 
Of Souls in torment, dragging weighty Chains. 
</Eneas ſtruck with Horror, liſten'd and ſtay'd, 
And ask'd his Guide, the learn'd and holy Maid, 
What horrid Noiſe ? What Pains ? What ghaſtly Fear? 
What diſmal Torments pierc'd the fleeting Air. 675 
Illuſtrious Leader of the Trojan Race, 
The $byll ſaid, no virtuous Soul muſt grace N 
With its auſpicious Look this woful Place. 
But when great Hecate plac'd me o'er the Wood 
Of black Averna Lake, 1 underſtood 630 
From her the Pains the Gods inflict below 
On guilty Souls, with their eternal Wor. 
Here Rhad.imanthws his dire Empire holds, 
Who nicely tries, and all the Tricks unfolds 
Of ſelf-deceiving Fools, who durſt delay 625 
Their flow Repentance to a longer Day : 
Ah now too late they muſt their Crimes confeſs, 
When Sighs and Tears can yield them no Redreſs. 
The Sentence paſt, the Queen of Furies ſhakes 
Her bloody Laſhes, arm'd with ſtinging Snakes; 690 
At once inſults and whips the Criminals, 
And to her Aid her helliſh Siſters calls. 
* Th* accurſed Leaves of the eternal Door 
* Grate on hoarſe ſounding Hinges with a dreadful roar ; 
At laſt unfold; you ſee what horrid Ghoſt 695 
stands guard without, what Cent' nel kecps this Poſt ; 

* More 
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* More frightful Hydra guards the Paſs within, 

Whoſe fifty Heads with conftant Hiſſings grin. 

The Pit of Hell full twice as deep ſunk there, 

As it's from hence up to the ſtarry Sphere. 700 

1 ſaw bold Sons of Earth, who durſt ev'n Fcve with- 
ſtand, 

Graſping ten thouſand Thunders in his hand ; 

Aloeus Giant Twins, ſo bold to try 

To ſcale the Heav'ns, and pull Fove from the Sky: 

His flaſhing Lightning which ne'er ſtruck amiſs, yog 

Caſt them down headlong to the vaſt Abyſs, 

I ſaw Salmoneus there ſeverely ſmart, 

For counterfeiting Fove's e/£thereal Dart: 

« The audacious Wretch four fiery Horſes drew, 

* Waving a Blaze, through Els Town he flew, 716 

And Grecian Tribes, requiring all to pay 

Him honour as a God, in his fantaſtick way : 

Moſt impiouſly vain, the fooliſh Man 

With horny Hoofs which o'er braſs Arches ran, 

By ſacrilegious Pride dar'd to aſpire, 715 

To imitate inimitable Fire. 

Almighty ove, who Heav'n and Earth can ſhake, 

HurPd him down flaming to the burning Lake; 

No ſmoaking Blaze, but deadly Lightning ſear, 

From thickeſt Clouds with rolling Thunder pent. 720 

I ſaw huge Ti yus there, nurs'd by the Earth, | 

(Which aurſcth all things) fair Elara's Birth: 
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His vaſt Gigantick Limbs and Body found, 

« Stretch*d on nine Acres of infernal Ground. 

With crooked Bill a rav'nous Vulture tore 725 

His everlaſting Liver; deep in Gore 

Her bloody Talons ſunk, till choſe the beſt, 

Lodg'd in the ſpacious hollow of his Breaft : 

She ſtill devouring could no reſt allow 

To his torn Entrails, which as faſt renew. 730 

Nor need I tell of proud Theſſalian Swains, 

Bold Ixion's Subjects, his, or Pirithous? Pains : 

A pondrous Rock of Flint hangs o'er his Head, 

Still threats to fall, ſo lender is the Thread, 

There Tantalus lay on a Bed of State, 735 

Art once invited and forbid to eat ; 

For near him ſtood a Table cover'd o'er 

With all variety of Royal Store: 

The Queen of Furies ſtop*d his eager choice 

With Torch aloft, or Thunder of her Voice. 740 

Here thoſe who Brothers for a Crown diſown, 

Turn out their Parents and uſurp the Throne, 8 

Deceive the Subjects who are not their own. 5 

Who ill-got Riches like a God adore, 

Forgetting Nature's ties, their Parents poor, ; 745 

Of ſuch in Hell there is a mighty ftore. 

Theſe kill'd for lawleſs Love, bold Rebels there, 

Who *gainſt their lawful Prince had levy'd War, 

Ungrateful Creatures, impious, as unjuſt, 

Contemn'd their Honour and betray'd their Truſt, 750 
Shut 
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Shut up, they wait their Doom, nor ſeek to know 

The Puniſhments they here receive below. | 

Some to the Spokes of Wheels extended hung, 

And others roll'd a mighty Stone along; 

For ever and for ever, Theſeus there 755 

Unhappy fits. Proud PHlegyas rends the Air, 

And cries through Shades, (if Cries the Shades cou'd 
move) 

Learn Juſtice, warn'd by me, deſpiſe not Pow'rs above. 

Here's one his Countrey to a Tyrant ſold, 

«© Impog'd a foreign Lord, for foreign Gold; 760 

Who Laws repeal'd and chang'd, or new Laws made; 

Not as the People pleas'd, but as they pay'd. 

Here's one his Daughter's Bed by Marriage ſtain'd, 

% All dar'd the worſt of Ills, and what they dar'd ob- 
tain'd, 

Had I a hundred Tongues they all wou'd tire, 76s 

Did brazen Lungs my panting Breaſt inſpire 3 

* I could not all their Puniſhments repeat, 

Or count their Crimes ſo various and ſo great. 

This ſaid, Great Prince, the Propheteſs then cries, 

The brazen Walls the Cyclops founded rife : 770 

Make haſte, the front and lofty Gate 1 ſee, 4 

Here we muſt offer by the Heay*ns Decree 

To Plato's Queen; Through gloomy Ways they paſt, 

The middle choſe, and reach'd the Gates at laſt, 


* He 
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* He enters, and around pure Water threw, 775 
Then to the Door made faſt the ſhining Bough; 
* TheRites perform'd, when they had pay'd their 
Vow, 
They came to Plains, where ſmiling Nature yields 
Perpetual Verdure through th* Elyſian Fields : 
Luxuriant Groves which bloom eternal Spring: 780 
Here happy Souls in endleſs Conſorts ſing. 
Through Skies more ſpacious, more divinely clear, 
Their Sun and Stars ſhine round them all the Year, 
Here ſporting Ghoſts wexe wreſtling on the Ground, 
Repeating Verſes ſome, or dancing found. 725 
The Thracian Orpheus breath'd harmonious Lays 
In a long Robe, crown'd with unfading Bays : 
His tuneful Lyre his nimble Fingers preſs'd, 
Or ſtriking with his Quill, ſev'n diff*rent Notes ex- 
preſs'd. 
Here Teucer's ancient Line, th' illuſtrious Race 790 
* Of Heroes born, far better Days to grace 
There Ilas and Aſſaracus the Great, 
And Dardanus the Founder of Troy's State : 
The Prince their Arms, the Chariots from afar 
Admir'd, Spears fix'd in Earth, their Horſe for War, 795 
All looſely feeding on the verdant Field: 
Whate'er Delight the love of Arms cou'd yield, 
Or care of Horſes, whilſt thcy were alive, 
* Like Care and Pleaſure Death it ſelf ſurvive. 
| . Others 
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Others he ſaw feaſt on the tender Graſs, $00 
On ey*ry fide with joyful Voice expreſs 

Triumphant Pans, ſet around in Rings 

In Groves of Bays ; from hence to Earth his inp 
In cryſtal Streams the King of Rivers brings : 

Here Troops of thoſe,who for their Countries good, 805 
(Whilſt yet alive) had ſpent their deareſt Blood : 
Here Prieſts of blameleſs Lives have their Abode, 
And who ſung worthy of great Delos,” God: 

Here thoſe who human Life by Arts improv'd, 

Or others Kindneſs by their Merit mov'd. $10 

With Snow white Garlands all their Temples crown'd, 

To them the Sz! ſpoke (whilſt thronging round) 

Furſt to Muſæus, whom vaſt Numbers crowd; 

In manly Stature above all he ſtood. 

Say, happy Souls, and you, bleſs'd Poet, ſay, 875 

What ſhady Grove, What pleaſant Place, What Way 
Leads to Anchiſe: ? For his only ſake 

We hither came, and croſs'd the Styg/an Lake. 

To whom the Hero briefly thus reply'd. 

We have no fix'd Abodes, we here reſide 

* In filent Groves, or lic on moſly Beds 


Near purling Streams, which murmur through the 
Meads. 


If you reſolve, that gentle Hill aſcend, 

That Path dire&s you to your Journey's end. 

This ſaid, he led the Way, deſcribing till 125 
The pleaſant Fields as they went up the Hill. 


$20 


Its 
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Its Top now paſt, a fertile Vale they view, 
Where old Anchiſes round about him drew 
Souls ſet apart, appointed by the Fates 
For human Life, where he their Number rates $30 
With niceſt Care, and takes exact ſurvey 
Of his illuſtrious Race, ordain'd the World to ſway : 
Their Fates, their Fortunes, Manners, Deeds in War 
Was reck*ning o'er. Anchiſes from afar 
Beheld his Son walk through the flow'ry Plain; $35 
He ſpread his Arms, nor could his Eyes refrain 
From Tears of Joy; theſe Tears his Kindneſs fire, 
Welcome at laſt to glad thy happy Sire. 
The filial Love and Duty which you pay, 
Have triumph'd o'er the Dangers of the Way: $49 
Kind Heaven allows, that once we meet again, 
And with known Voice each other entertain: 
© The time computing I have ſtill beliey'd, 
* My Son muſt come, nor are my Hopes deceiv'd: 
After ſuch ſpacious Seas and Regions croſs'd, 
Through all in Dangers and by Tempeſts toſs'd, 
At laſt I view my Son; oh how I fear'd, 
Leſt you had been on Lybian Coaſts enſnar'd ! 
Then great /Aneas to his Father ſaid, 
Hither 1 come, forc'd by your airy Shade 
Which oft appear'd ; my Ships at Anchor ride 
On Tyrrhen Seas, toſs'd by the ſwelling Tide. 
Why flyeſt thou, Father, to embrace thy Son? 
V\ ith that a Flood of Tears ran trickling down 
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His manly Face: Thrice he attempts to lay 855 
His Arms around his Neck, the Ghoſt thrice ſlip'd 

away 
Like fleeting Winds, or Dreams leſs fix*'d than 

they. 

Mean while ./£neas ſees a lonely Grova 

Far in the Vale, where gentle Breezes move | 
The twining Shrubs,and whiſtling through them ſlide, S6 
Sees near this Place the River Lethe glide ; 
Souls without Number haunt this cool Retreat 
Of divers Nations. As in Summer's Heat 
The Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r fly humming o'er the 

Field 
To ſuck the Morning Dew, which new-blown Lilies yield. 
/Eneas ſtruck with wonder, longs to hear $66 
What River this, or why ſuch Crowds appear. 
Then thus Anchiſes: Souls whom Fates ordain 
To animate freſh Bodies once again, 
No ſooner here of Lethe's Water taſte, $70 
Ne'er mind the Preſent, and forget the Paſt, 
long have wiſh'd to ſhew that noble Line, 
Which from your Loins ſhall ſpring, as you from mine; 4 
That ſo your Heart, my Son, when you have found 
The Latian Coaſt, may with more Joy abound, 875 
Oh Father! can I think that Souls refin'd, 
Should e' er again return to be confin'd 
In lazy Bodies? Can ſuch ſtrange Deſire 
Their wretched Minds with love of Life inſpire? 

Vo I. II. Ii Dear 
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Dear Son, P11 quickly all your Doubts unfold ; 880 
Then thus began, and all in order told. 

When from the Womb of Chaos Time was born, 
When infant Phebss gilt the bluſhing Morn, 
Sun, Moon and Stars, then God and Nature fir'd, 
With vital Heat the Elements inſpir'd, 385 
Thoughout the whole infus'd an active Soul, 
Which ſhall for ever the vaſt Frame controul, 
Hence Man and Beaſt the Breath of Life retain, 
Fouls of the Air, and Monſters of the Main. 
A fiery Vigour of Ethereal kind 
Gives Life to all; but as they are confin'd 
To earthly Bodies ſubje& to decay, 
Obſcur'd in Night, ne' er mind eternal Day. 
From hence Deſire and Fear poſſeſs their Mind, 
Sometimes to Joy, ſometimes to Grief inclin'd: 895 
Ev'n Death it ſelf ſcaxce wipes away the Stain 
And Crimes of Life, ſome Dregs of Guilt remain; 
Which ſtrangely cleave to Souls inur'd to IIl, 
Which here their Penance and their Time fulfil. 
To purge old Faults here various Torments find, goo 
Some hung in Air, and ſome expos'd to Wind; 
* Some plung'd in Water, others throwa in Fite, 
Till all the Droſs and Ruſt of Sin expire. 
All ſuffer in our Shades; then we attain 
Elyſian Fields; but few theſe Souls who gain gog 
The State of perfect Bliſs, when Length of Time 
Wears out the Guilt of each inyet'cate Crime 
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From Souls refin*d, all pure Ethereal Fire. 

* But when a thouſand rolling Years expire, 

Then mighty Crowds of Souls Ollentus brings 910 

To drink of Lethe's ſtupifying Springs: | 

Forgetting all once more, they wiſh to view 

The ſtarry Sky. and ickſome Lives renew. 

This ſaid, his Son and Guide Anclviſes led 

Through Swarms of Souls, who wander'd in the Shade, 

And mounts a riſing Ground from whence they 
might 916 

The Ghoſts ſurvey, as they appear'd in ſight. 

And now, my Son, behold the Trojan Race, 

What mighty Glories ſhall your Off-ſpring grace 

Sprung from Italian Blood, which ſhall our Name 920 

Bear and record to all ſucceeding Fame*: 

Ithus diſcloſe the Secrets of your Fate, 

And ſhew the Greatneſs of the Roman State. 

You ſee that Youth a pointleſs Spear ſuſtain, 

He ſhall the firſt Ethereal Light attain : 925 

Thus Fate ordains; his Name ſhall Alba grace, 

He joins the Trojan and Italian Race: 

Your Poſthume Son, whom, when you late cemoye ? 

To {well the Number of the Gods above, 

Your Wife Lavinia, from the Foreſt brings, 

Himſelf a Monarch and the Sire of Kings : 

Succeeding Princes ſhall his Name ſuſtain, 
And we in Hlvius over Alba reign. 


Ii 2 Troy's 
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Troy's Glory next, great Procas with theſe two, 

Are Capys, Numitor, and Sylvins, nam'd like you; 935 
Alike for Virtue, as for Arms ador'd, 

When by ungrateful Alba once reſtor'd. 

What Strength and Courage in theſe Youths appear ? 
Whoſe manly Temples oaken Garlands wear : 
Nomentum, Gabii, theſe Fidena found, - $40 
And raiſe colatia's Tow'rs from rocky Ground; 
Pometii, Faunus Town, ſhall Bola, Cors build; 

Theſe ſhall be Names to each, each now a nameleſs 
Field. 

See Romulus, the Son of Mars, who ſhall 

Great Numitor revenge; as great in all; 945 
This warlike Prince of Ilia muſt be born, 

* Two ſhining Plumes his Royal Head adorn : 

Him Jove ev'n now hath for a God deſign'd, 

Rome by the Conduct of this Hero's Mind, 

To both the Poles ſhall make her Eagles fly, 950 
And by her virtuous Souls ſurmount the Sky; 

Shall ſeven proud Hills with Tow'rs and Walls ſurround, 
Bleſs'd in her Sons. As Obele, when crown'd. 

With Tow'rs of Gold, in triumph makes her way 
Through Phrygian Towns, Parent of Gods, who 

ſway 955 
The ſtarry Frame, whom Heav'n and Hell obey. 

Your Romans ſee, there's Ceſar with the Line 

Of great Iulus, who one Day muſt ſhine 


Above 
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Above the Spheres : Behold, Oh here's the Man! 
Auguſtus, Caſar's Son, who only can, 960 
As you have heard, bring back Saturnian times, 
The golden Age, to bleſs Italian Climes. 
Beyond the Tropicks, o'er the Indian Main 
Muſt ſtretch his Sway, he o'er the Moors ſhall in 
And wherc*ere Atlas“ Hands the Stars ſuſtain. 965 
At his approach the caſpian Kingdoms ſhake, 
* His dawning Glory frights Meotis* Lake; 
His Name diſturbs old Nil, in his Bed, 
Who deeper dives for fear his unknown Head. 
Not great Aliides, who could ſtop that Hind, 97a 
Whoſe brazen Feet out-ran the Northern Wind, 
© Though de deſtroy'd the Erymant/ian Boar, 
« And dipp'd his Arrows in Lernean Gore; 
Nor conqu'ring Bacchus who would urge his Wheels, 
By Tygers hurry'd over Neſa's Hills 975 
E*erwent ſo far. And ſhall we fear or ſtand 
To ſpread our Fame through the Auſonian Land? 8 
Or ſhun the Glory of the World's Command ? 
Who's that afar, who holy Veſtments wears, 
With Olives crown'd ? 1 know his ſilver Hairs! * 560 
That mighty Reman King ſhall Rome confine ; 
And arm with Laws, before in Arms it ſhine ; 
Whom the mean Cwres, from their poorer Land 
Send forth to Empire, worthy his Command. 
Tullus next him, who ſhall his Countries Peace ofs 
Diſturb with Arms, and with new Triumphs grace 
Ji 3 His 
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His lazy Troops, and quite diſus'd from War: 
Him Ancus follows, prouder than he by far; 8 
Too much a Brave, and vainly popular. 

Wou'd you the Tarquins, or proud Brutus ſee ? 990 
Who durſt revenge and ſet his Countrey free; 

From Kings to Conſuls royal Enſigns brings, 

And who ſhall firſt expel the Pow'r of Kings: 

Rome's new got Freedom fondly to maintain, 

Th' unhappy Father ſees his Children ſlain ; 995 
At his Command receive the fatal Blow, 

For Loyalty ſuch Pains they undergo : 

Succeeding Times ſhall ſee the wond*rous Deed, 

His Countries Love o'ercomes, and Glory is the Meed. 
The Decii next; who for their Countries good, 1000 
Shall willingly devote their deareſt Blood. 

From Druſus fam'd, the Livian Line afar 3 

Torquatus too ſeyere to Rules of War, 

Uling his Axe gainſt his victorious Son, 

Who without Orders mighty things had done. too: 
See brave camilius (who ne' er fights in vain) 
Triumphing o' er the Gauls, in Battel flain : 

© Theſe two you ſee in equal Armour ſhine, 

© Whilſt huſh'din Night in cloſe Embraces join: 

What cruel Jars ſhall they in bloody Fight 1010 
Againſt each other raiſe, when they attain the Light? 
From rocky Alps and Monaco's proud Hills 

Ceſar deſcends 3 Pharſalian Plains he fills 

With 
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With Legions arm'd againſt his Son-in-law, 

Who all his Forces from the Eaſt ſhall draw, Ions 
My Sons forbear, for your dear Countries good, 

To ſtain her Childrens Hands in Brothers Blood : 

You, Ceſar, firſt, whoſe Birth is all divine, 

Sprung from the Seed of great Iulu, Line, 

Throw down your Arms my Bloods. T1020 
Here's one from Corinth ſhall in triumph ride, 

And to the lofty Capitol his Chariot guide. 

He Argos ſhall ſubdue, the Chief of Grecians kill, 

And Perſeus” Blood, ſprung from Achilles, ſpill ; 

Shall Agamemnon's Towns in Aſhes lay, 1023 
Revenge his Trojan Fathers the ſame bloody 8 

And Palla: Rites profan'd with Vengeance pay. 

Who blameleſs can let Cato filent lie? 

Or coſſus and the Gracchi's Name paſs by ? 

Or both the Scipro*s in War renown'd, 1030 
With African and Aſian Titles crown'd, 

Fabricius greatly Poor, Serranus” Plough ? 

Under your Yoak the Foes of Rome muſt bow, 

Oh whither hurried by the Fabian Name, 

Tir'd with rehearſing the Records of Fame ? 5 lozs 
* *Tis Maximus who ſaves our ſinking State, 
* And by delaying gives a ſtand to Fate. 
Let others better liquid Metalls mould, 
Give ſeeming Life to Marble and to Gold, 
Some better plead at Bar, or know the Skies, 1040 
Deſeribe the Heav'ns, and when Stars fall and riſe. 


Ye 
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Ye Romans, learn the way to govern well, 

Give Pcace, make War, in Arts like theſe excel ; 

Spare thoſe who yicld, chaſtiſe who dare rebel. 

Anchiſes thus then to their wondring Ears, 1045 
Said, See Marcellus, what royal Spoils he bears? 

Look how the Victor ſhows above the reſt ! 

The Roman State by foreign Wars oppreſs'd 

With Horſe-men ſhall relieve, then beat the Gauls, 
And drive the Carthaginians from our Walls, Io50 
The third, who glorious Spoils of conquer'd Kings, 

To Jove's high Altar home in triumph brings. 

© v/Eneas ſees a Youth of Form Divine 

Go with Marcellus, in bright Armour ſhine ; 

A gloomy Cloud hung hovering o'er his Brow, 1055 
With melancholy Looks dejected low. 

Father, who's this? who holds an equal Pace 

With this great Man, his Son, or of his Race? 

His great Reſemblance in his Looks is ſeen. 

What gaping Crowds attend his lofty Mien ? 106c 
But Night ſurrounds him with her mourning Veil. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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Then old Anchiſes thus began to wail. ! 
Oh Son! forbear to know the diſmal Grief, 4 
Which muſt afMi& your Race paſt all relief: | § 
Fate only ſhows him, as the Sum of Man 1065 S] 


Cuts of his Thread, and makes his Life a Span : O 
Such laſting Worth would fright the jealous Gods, T 


Aud *gainſt the Pow'r of Heav'n give Romans odds. T1 
What 
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What mournful Pomp in Mars's crowded Field, 

Shall his freſh flaming Pile to Tyber yield? 1070 

None of the Trojan or the Latine Race, 

With greater hopes their Anceſtors ſhall grace ; 

Not one of all the Roman Soil or Line 

Shall with more Majeſty or Glory ſhine. 

Ah Piety and Worth renown'd in War ! 1075 

What Man ſo fond of Death, ſo bold to dare 

To meet him arm'd a foot, or if he go 

To ſpur his foaming Steed againſt the Foe ? 

Ah Youth, couldſt thou o*ercome thy Deſtiny, 

Ah hapleſs Youth, thou ſhould'ſt Marcellus be! 100 

Handfulls of Lilies and of Roſes bring, 

With all the fragrant Treaſures of the Spring; 

At leaſt ſuch Off rings to his Soul 1 owe, 

With heavy Heart ſuch empty Preſents throw. 

Diſcourſing thus, they view'd thoſe airy Fields 1095 

With all the Pleaſures which that Countrey yields: | 

When theſe Anehiſes to his Son had ſhown, 

© Andfir'd his Soul with hopes to mount a Throne; 

Next future Wars foretold, Deeds bravely great, Y4 

Againſt the Latine and Laurentine State, C 090 

Show'd him the way to puſh, or ſhun his Fate, 

Sleep's ſilent Palace double Gates adorn, 

One made of Ivory and one of Horn : 

Through this the truer Viſions upward fly, 

Through that, deceiving Shades ſtill ſeud a Lye. 1095 
Now 
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Now thus his Story old Anchiſes ends, 

And then his Son, and the fam'd Sibyll ſends 
Out by the Ivory Gate, He bent his way 

To ſee his Friends, embarks, then ſtood to Sea, > 

And came to Anchor in Cajeta's Bay. 1108 


The End of the Sixth Book. 
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Aneas ſetting ſail from Cumz, ſteers hi; Courſe 
Weſtard, and having buried his Nurſe on the 
Auruncian Shore (now called Cajeta, from her 
Name) ſailing ſtill Neſtward, he paſi the Circean 
Promontory (inſamous by the Reſidence and in- 
cantation of Circe) and with his whole Fleet 
ſafely enters the Month of the River Tyber. At 
that time Latinus was King of the Latins, the 
ancient Inhabitants of that part of Italy, calied 


Latt- 
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Latium. This King had but one only Daughter, 
named Lavinia, deſtin'd to a foreign Husband by 
the Oracle of Faunus, yer promis'd to Turnus 
King of the Rutuli, by the Power of her Mo- 
ther Amata. Eneas ſends a hundred Embaſ- 
ſadors to Latinus at Laurentum (the Capitol 
of his Kingdom,) who not only receives /Eneas 
as a Friend and Confederate, but (mindful of 
the Oracle) admits him as his Son-in-law. In 
the mean time Juno incenſed at the proſperous 
Condition of the Trojan Affairs, raiſes Alecto 
(one of the Furies) from Hell. Alecto firſt ſo 
enrages Queen Amata, that ſhe feigning Feaſts 
and Ceremonies to Bacchus, runs to the Hills 
with Latine Matrons, and hides her Daugh- 
ter, the fair Lavinia, in the Woods. Next the 
Fury incites Prince 'i urnus to the War againſt 
the Trojans; then engages the Trojans with 
the Latins in a Quarrel, occaſion'd by Aſca- 
nius's killing of a tame Stag: Which Tyrrhe- 
nus, the King's chief Shepherd, entertain'd for 
his Pleaſure. The whole Latin People run to 
Arms; only their King Latinus is for Peace, 
and withſtands their Rage. Juno deſcends from 
Heaven, and opens the Gates of the Temple of 
Janus with her own Hand, and declares the War. 
Latinus is neceſſitated to ſubmit to the Will of 
Fate. Confederate Troops flock to Turnus's Aid 
from all parts of Italy. Their Numbers , 
Names, and Commanders are elegantly de- 
ſcribed by Virgil. Mezentius King of the E- 
truſcans, with his Son Lauſus, both expell d 
his Kingdom for the Father's Cruelty, In the 
end, the Poet gives a fine Deſcription of Ca- 


milla, @ Volſcian Princeſs, a warlike Maid, 
who 
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who fought like the Amazons. This Book be- 
gins the jar, the ſecond part of the Eneis. 
The firſt ſix Books being contriv'd in imitation 
of Homer's Odyſleis, or Travels of Ulyſles, 
and the laſt ſix in imitation of his Iliads. 


Fame 


Has grac'd our Shores with an immor- 

tal Name; 

| Cajeta's Tomb adorns th* Heſperian 
Fields, 

Glory to her, and to the Countrey yields. 

* Soon as the Prince her funeral Rites had pay'd, 0 5 


And her remains in mould' ring Earth had laid, 
* Heplough'd the ſilent Seas with Sails diſplay'd. 
At Night fair Winds ariſe, the Moon ſhines bright, 
The trembling Waves reflect her glitt'ring Light. 
Circe's inchanted Shores they coaſt and ſhun, 10 
Where the rich Daughter of the glorious Sun, 
With ſweet harmonious ſounds ſpends all her Days, 
The ſecret Groves repeat her tuneful Lays 3 
And in her Palace ſpinning all the Night, 
Burns Cedar to ſupply her Father's Light: ts 
From whence at Midnight they fierce Lions hear, 
A Roaring at Chains which they diſdain to bear. 
Here Boars and Bears in diſmal Caverns roll, 
And cruel Wolves in dreadful accents how). 

Vo I. II. K k Theſe 
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Theſe once were Men, whom by the powerful Aid 20 

Of Herbs and Charms, the Goddels Beaſts had made, 

But that the pious Trojans might be free 

From ſuch a change, nor theſe curs'd Harbours ſee, 

Neptune their Sails with proſperous Winds ſupplies, 

By which their Fleet from that dire Countrey fties. 25 
When from the roſie Eaſt Aurora's Beams, 

With purple bluſh, had dy'd the Ocean Streams, 

A ſudden Calm upon the Waters ſtood, 

And ſhining Oars divide the gentle Flood, 

Here from the Sea a Grove «Aneas ſpy'd, 30 

Where Tyber's Streams in pleaſant Mares glide, 

| Whoſe yellow Sands his cryſtal Waters dye, 5 


Birds on his Bank and through tlie Copſes fly, 
| And with their chearſul Notes ſalute the Sky: 

| All, as the Prince commaaded, thither row'd 35 
With Joy, and enter'd in the ſhaded Flood, 

Now Erato let's ſing the Larian Fame, 

When to its Shore the Trojan Navy came; 

What Kings then rul'd the State let's now declare, 

And ſhew the firſt occaſion of the War. 49 
| Inſpire thy Poet, Goddefs, while he ſings 

4 Of dreadful Wars, of Armies, and of Kings. 

| Forc'd to their Tombs by Honour, and by Rage: 
How Tyrrhen Troops and Latian force engage 

Againſt the Trejans Now my Song proceeds 45 
To Scenes more glorlous, and to nobler Deeds. 
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His Realms in Peace Litinus govern'd long, 
From Nymph Aſarica and from Faunus ſprung ; 
Faunus from Picus, who from Saturn came, 
Saturn the firſt of that illuſtrious Name. 56 
The King's Male Off-ſpring, in their Ages bloom, 
The Fates had ſnatch'd by too ſeverc a Doom; 
One of the ſofter Sex alone remain'd, 

Who had the Age for Hymer's joys attain'd : 
Many Itaban Princes for her ſu'd 
With leſs ſucceſs than graceful Turnus woo'd ; 
For him the Queen with eager Fondneſs trove, 
Aud, pleas'd with his Deſcent, approv'd his Love. 
Dire Omens from the Gods this Match debarr'd, 
Who their averſion by ſtrange Signs declar'd. 
Long had a Laurel in the Palace ſtood, 
By King Latinus yow'd to Delo;? God; 
He found it when he built his Town, and then 
Laurcentines, from the Tree, he nam'd his Men. 
A ſwarm of Bees cut through the liquid Sky, 
And with ſtrange Hummings to the Laurel fly; 
Their twining Thighs around each other clühg; 5 


And on the verdant Boughs in cluſters hung; 
An Augur this perceiv'd, and thus he ſung. 
Theſe Bees forebode ſome forciga Prince will land, 70 
And in this Countrey bear ſupreme command. 
As fair Lawma near her Royal Royal Sire 
With Virgin Hands upon the ſacred Fire 
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Did Incenſe offer, Flames appear'd to glare 
Upon her Robes, and blaz'd around her Hair; 75 
They fire her Crown adorn'd with Gems and Gold : > 


Fires from her Dart, which thro” the Palace roll'd, 
Strange to relate, and wondrous to behold. 

This did Lavinia's glorious Fame forebode, 

But to the Land portenged War and Blood. 80 
The careſul King to Faunu Temple went, 

To ask the Prophet what theſe wonders meant, 

Who in Allunca's Grove, near ſacred Springs, 

Which caſt a noiſome Scent, told future things. 

To him th' Italian and the Sabine Land 85 
« Fly when diſtreſs'd, and his Relief demand. 

© The Prieſt at Night on Skins of Off *rings lies, 
And on them ſleeping monſtrous Viſions ſpies ; 

Hears ſhricks of Spectres flutt*ring to and fro, 

With Gods converfes and the Pow'rs below. 90 
Here to conſult the God Latinus flew, 

A hundred Sheep (the Rites obſerving) ſlew: 

And as repoſing on their Skins he lay, 

From the dark Grove a Voice was heard to ſay: 

My Son, let not our Child Lavinia wed 95 
With any Latian Prince, ſhun Turnus Bed; 

Kind Heaven for her a foreign Match prepares, 

By whoſe great Deeds our Name ſhall reach the Stars; 
Our Race ſhall rule the Earth, ſhall rule the Main, 


O'cr all the Sun beholds for ever reign. 109 
At 
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At Midnight thus ſung the Prophetick God, 

And his Advice Latinus blaz'd abroad; 

Which buſie Fame through all the Cities bore ; 

Mean while the Trojans land on Latium's Shore. 
Beneath a ſpreading Tree Æucas choſe 105 

A place, where he, his Son, and Train repoſe, 

And on the tender Graſs prepare to eat: 

Inſtead of Tables, Cakes ſupport their Meat; 

Wafers for Diſhes ſerve ; Fruit from the Woods 

Aug ments their Treat: for ſo decreed the Gods. 110 

Hunger made quick diſpatch, by Want conſtrain'd, 

They eat their Diſhes and their Plates profan'd. 

Nor were their Tables ſpar'd: Iulus cries, 

We eat our Tables too. His Voice ftraight flies, 

And ftrikes a pleaſing joy in ev'ry Breaſt, 115 

That firſt ſure Omen of their future Reſt. 

Tranſported with delight «/£ncas took 

The word the firſt, and thus inſpir'd he ſpoke. 

Hail to the Land, the Fates ordain for me, 

All hail, ye Gods, which bore me Company : 126 

This is my Countrey, this my promis'd Seat, 

This ſign to me Anchiſes did relate, > 

When he reveaPd the dark Decrees of Fare. 

My Son, ſaid he, when on an unknown Shore 

Your Meat conſum'd, your Tables you devour, 12g 

There hope to find Repoſe; remember rhere 

To build your Hoyfes, and your Ramparts rear: 
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This was that Famine, which of dangers paſt, 
We dreaded moſt, but was to be our laſt. 
Then early with the Morn, let's ſearch what Land, 130 
What People this, and where their Cities ſtand : 
This Night to Fove let us Devotions pay, 
Let's offer Wine, and to Auchiſes pray. 
This ſaid, with leafy Boughs he crown'd his Head, 
135 
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Then to the Genius of the Countrey pray'd; 
Ador'd the Earth, the firſt of all the Gods, 
The Night, the Stars, the Nymphs, and unknown 


Floods ; 


glide, 


Made Vows to Cybele and mighty Fove, 

© His Sire below, his Mother Queen of Love. 

Thrice thro” the Air Fove grumbling Thunder roll'd, 

Brandiſh'd a Cloud adorn'd with Light and Gold: 147 

The Trojan Camp a ſudden Rumour fill'd, 

The time was come when they their Walls ſhould build, 

With pleaſing tranſport then they Goblets crown'd, 

And Feaſts renew'd upon the flow'ry Ground: 
Soon as next Morn, in roſie Robes array'd, 

Had o'er the World her cheerful Light diſplay'd, 

The Trojans then in ſeveral Bands divide, 

Firſt Lat ium's Borders, then the Towns deſcry*d 

Where Latines dwelt, where Tyber's Streams did 


* 


Anta, choſe a hundred of his Friends, 
Crowns them with Olives, then with Preſents ſends 


145 


150 


Em- 
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Embaſſadors of Peace to meet and treat 
With old Latinus at his Royal Seat: 
Quick their departure, as their March was faſt, 15S 
They ſhew their Duty by their eager haſte. 
Near to the Shore the Hero ficſt broke Ground, 
Then did his Army with a Ditch ſurround ; 
© To guard the Camp his Men a Rampart caſt, 
© Which to ſecure they Palliſadoes plac'd: 160 
The Youth advance their way, high Tow'rs appear, 

And now they to the City Walls draw near : 
Without the Gate a gen'rous Band they ſpy'd, 
Of blooming Youths, on warlike Horſes ride. 0 
And ſome thro? duſty Fields did Chariots guide, J 163 
Some bend ſtrong Bows, and with the others vie, 
Some to the Race, or Darts, their Mates dehie ; 
One ſpurr'd away, and to the Palace run 
To tell, that Foreigners approach'd the Town, 
* There Picus? ancient Palace, vaſt and proud, 170 
supported by a hundred Columns ſtood, 
Enclos'd by ſacred Groves; which gave delight, 
And claim'd a Rev*rence from beholders ſight. 
* There Kings receiv*d the mark of Royal Pow'r, 
There Lictors firſt before them Axes bore: 175 
Here their Tribunal ſtood and Houſe of Prayer, 
* Thither the awful Senate did repair; | . 
And at long Tables in their order plac'd, 
They eat a fatted Ram, their ſacred Feaſt, 

« Aboye 
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c Above the Portal carv'd in Cedar Wood, 180 
Old Saturn and the two-fac'd Janas ſtood; 

And King Sabinus, the Vine-planter ſtyl'd, 

A Pruning Hook his well carv'd Fingers fill'd; 

With other Monarchs, who in former days 

For Latium fought, and by their Wounds gain'd praiſe. 185 
« Around the Poſts hung Helmets, Halberts, Spears, 

« And captive Chariots, Shields, Darts, Axes, Bars, 0 
© Beaks torn from Ships, the ſpoils of former Wars: 
There Picus?? Image in a Robe of State, 

Holding a Shield and Angurs Sceptre fat ; 190 
For him in vain the cruel Circe burn'd, 

And to a Bird by her Inchantments turn'd. 

But now the Trojans were conducted in, 

And firſt the King Latinus did begin, 

In his proud Palace on his Throne reclin'd, 195 
In ſtate Majeſtick as his words were kind. 

Dardans, for I have heard of Jlium's Fame, 

And know from whence your Race ; ſay why you came, 
Or by miſtake, or have loud Tempeſts toſs'd 

Your Fleet againſt your will upon our Coaſt ? 200 
Long have you ſail'd, and Men whoufe the Seas 

Are often ſabje& to ſuch Ills as theſe: 

* Say what you want; the Larins you will find 

Fo goodneſs of their own accord inclin'd : 

Not forc'd by Laws; fince Saturn's golden Reign 205 
We all the Cuſtoms of that God retain, 
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I call to mind, but time the Tale has worn, 

* Th Aurmunci ſaid, that Dardanus, though born 

© On Latium's Plains, ſail'd hence to 14a's Shore, 

And Samothracia, Samos call d before; 210 

Then chang'd his earthly for a heav'nly Crown, 

Now reigns a God and ſwells his Father's Throne. 

Thus ends the King. Then Ilioueus begins: 

O Prince, who ſpring from royal Faunu Loins, 

We are not forc'd by Tempeſts on your Coaſt, 215 

Nor have our Courſe, the Stars miſtaking, loſt. 

Hither we come, expell'd the greateſt Throne 

On which e'er Phebus from Olympus ſhone, 

And on your Shores deſign'dly we arrive, 

The Dardan Youth from Fove their Race derive: 220- 

Our Prince himſelf, who from that God deſcends, 

By us to you this willing Meſſage ſends. 

*Tis needleſs to relate what Fury rag'd, 

When War with Trojan, Grecian Armies wag'd, 0 

And in our Quarrels half the World engag'd. 225 

Since to remoteſt Iſles our Fate is known, 

And mourn'd by Lands beneath the Torrid Zone: 

Since that Deſtruction we through raging Floods 

Have long been roſs'd ; now for our Houſhold Gods 

A ſafe Repoſe we ask, a ſure Retreat, 230 

For Air and Water, free to all, intreat : 

This you will ne'er repent, nor we diſgrace 

Your Realm, and time your praiſe ſhall n&er deface. 
Now 
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Now by my Prince's Deſtiny I ſwear, 

His Faith in Peace, his Gallantry in War: 235 

Oft our Alliance other Lands requir'd, 

And what we ask of you, of ns deſir'd; 

+ Deſpiſe not then that in our Hands we bear 

* Theſe ſuppliant Boughs, and come with words of 

S 

The Pow'rs above oft gave expreſs command, 240 

That we ſhould ſearch out the Auſonian Land; 5 

From hence we ſprung, and this we re- demand. 

Oft have we been enjoin'd by Delos God 

To ſeek Numicus Springs and Tyber*s Flood: 

Our Prince theſe Preſents ſends you, poor alas, 245 

Remains of Troy, to ſhew you what he was. 

«Anchiſes from this Goblet, when he pray*d, 

Pour'd ſacred Wine. The Trojan Ladies made 

Theſe Robes of State which Royal Priam wore ; 

When he gave Law his Hand this Sceptre bore. 250 
While thus he ſpoke, the King's fix'd looks expreſs'd 

The anxious Cares which labour'd in his Breaſt; 

He rolPd his Eyes which all his Mind declare, 

Unmov'd with Priam*s Sceptre ; But his Fair, . 

His lov'd Lavinia's Marriage fill'd his thought, 255 

And Faunu;* words to his remembrance brought. 

The Gods decree, within himſelf he ſaid, 

A ſtranger Prince for my Lavinia's Bed 

Since their auſpicious Omen this ordain, 

This foreign Prince with me ſhall equal reign : 


This, 


18, 
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This, this is ho from whoſe bleſs'd Loins Gall ſpriag 

A Race the World ſhall ro ſubjection bring. 

Thus he reſolv'd, then full of joy begins, 

Proſper your Omens, Gods, and my deſigns, 

Trojans, 1 grant your Prayer, your Gifts receive, 283 

And Peace and Latium in return I give: 

Then let Aueas come, if he intend 

To be my Gueſt, or wiſh me for his Friend; 

Let him not dread my Friendſhip nor my Face, 

Nor ſhun a King that longs for his Embrace. 270 

This tell your Prince, and ſay beſides, that I 

A Daughter have, and that our Gods deny 

That any Latian Prince enjoy her Bed; 

None but a Stranger muſt Lavinia wed : 

They ſing, that Fate a foreign Match prepares, 275 

Whoſe glorious Race ſhall mount above the Spheres ; 

And as I think, I wiſh your Prince to be 

Him whom the Fates ordain, and whom the Gods de- 
Cree. 

Thus kindly ſpoke the good old King, and calls 

To chooſe fierce Courſers from three hundred Stalls; 280 

For each a mow-white Steed in ſcatler dreſs'd, 

Trappings emboſs'd withGold hang down Chet 

And Bits of beaten Gold they champ'd and preſs d. 

A Chariot which two wind-bred Courſers drew 

He feat the Prince, flames from their Noſtrils flew. 285 
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The cunning Circe to her Father's breed 
Stole in a luſty Mare of earthly Sced, > 
Purloin'd a Leap, and they did thence proceed. 

Latinus thus the Trojans did careſs, 

Who mounted on their Steeds return'd with Peace. 290 
Now cruel Juno did from Argos glide 

Through yielding Air, and from Pachinus ſpy' d 0 

The Trojan Fleet in Tyber's Harbour ride ; 

Saw they had left their Ships, prepar'd to build. 

Gricf, Envy, Rage, her boiling Boſom fill'd; 295 
At length burſt out: Oh Race! my hated Foes ! 

Oh Phrygian Fates, which Funo's Fates oppoſe ! 
Could you not fall on Ida's Plains, nor yet 
In Ilium's Flames conſume, but ſtill to riſe more great? 
Could you your way through Flames, through Armies 

break? 300 

My Hate is glutted, or my Pow'r too weak. 

I4drove them from their Troy, their native Seat, 
Purſu'd the Fugitives with Storms and Hate; 

* *Gainſt them oppos'd the Skies, oppos'd the Main, 

% But Billows roar'd and Tempeſts rag'd in vain: 305 
They now in Tyber's wiſh'd-for Channel ride, . 

And Funo's Rage and raging Seas deride. 

The Lapitha by Mars were overthrown, 

Diana's Rage ſubyerted cahdon; 

(Yer what, alas! had they deſery'd ?) while 1, 310 

Jove's Queen, in vain unweary'd Miſchiefs try, 0 

The Trojans ſtill prevail, and ſtill defie. 

But 
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But if my Pow'r's too weak, and thoſe above 
Refuſe their Aid, 1 will th' Infernal move. 
Fate for Huta, Latium has deſign'd, 

And fair Lavinia muſt the Treaty bind; 

All this I grant, yet 1 may be allow'd 

To ſtain his Purple with both Nation's Blood : 
I may the Match delay, and ſtir up Wars; 
Bellona, Maid, thy nuptial Rites prepares : 
Thou ſhalt contract in Blood, and for thy Dow's 
Have Floods of Trojan and Hutulian Gore. 

Not only Hecuba's flame-teeming Womb 
Brought forth a Torch which burnt old 1m ; 
From Venus too another Paris came, 

By whom this riſing Pergamus ſhall flame. 

Thus Juno rag'd, then on the Earth ſhe fell, 
And rais'd Aletto from the Shades of Hell; 
That baleful Fury who delights in War, 

In Envy, Miſchief, Anger and Deſpair, 

Such horrid Shapes the helliſh Monſter takes, 
Teeming with crawling ſwarms of hiſſiug Snakes, 
The Fiend, even Pluto and her Siſters hate. 
Funo provok'd, did thus her Aid intreat : 

Give thy Aſſiſtance, mighty Child of Night, 
And let thy Pow'r, (thy own) ſupport my Right; 
Let not the Trojan to a Match perſuade 

The Latine King, or Latium's Bounds invade. 

You Brother againſt Brother fire with ſpight, 

You Families undo and fun'ral Torches light; 
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You kuow a thouſand diffrent ways to ill, 
Your fertile Breaſt with raging Malice fill ; 
Confound the Peace agreed, ſow Seeds of War, 
To Arms incline, to Arms the Youth prepare. 


Where King Latinu lofty Turrets iſe, 

Then in Amata's ſecret Chambers pries; 

Whom the Arrival of the Trojans vex'd, 

But more with fair Lavinia's Match perplex'd : 

The baleful Fury from her azure Creſt 0 350 


Tainted with Gergen's Blood Alecto flies * 


A Serpent darts deep in Æmata's Breaſt, 

(Firing the Queen, ſhe the whole Court poſſeſs'd.) 
Unfelt the Snake glides through, infe&s her Soul, 
Between her Robes and Skin his ſpiral Volumes roll : 
Surround her Limbs all o'er, like Chains of Gold, 355 
Her Neck, or Ribbon- like, her Locks infold. 

The humid Poiſon gently firſt invades 

Her Senſe, till by Degrees the Venom ſpreads 
Through all her Veins, not fully blown to Fire, 

She mildly ſpoke a Mother's kind Deſire : 360 
Her Daughter's Lot bewaillng: Muſt (ſhe ſaid) 

A baniſh'd Phrygian my Lavinia wed ? 

And ſhall nor Pity turn a Father's Mind? 

To her, to me, and to your ſelf be kind, 0 
The Raviſher is gone the firſt fair Wind. 365 
Thus Paris ſnatch*d from Greece the Spartan Bride, 


O where's your Care of us? Tour Faith ſo try*d, 
So 
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So oft to Turnus plighted, if our God, 
Fauuus, and you, reſolve on foreign Blood, 
Who's not your Subject, but a Prince, and free, 370 
To you he's foreign, that's the God's Decree ; 

« And if you Turnus Royal Line retrace, 

He ſprings from Inachws of Grecian Race. 

When ſhe perceiv'd Latinus ſtand his ground, 

To all the ſaid, the Viper's fatal Wound 375 
Had throughly fir'd and to a Flame had blown, 

She like a Fury xoams about the Town, 

As ſporting Boys in empty Courts ſcourge round 

A whirling Top, which reels upon the Ground; 

The beardleſs Crowd (the Cauſe unknown)admires 380 
His flutt'cring Motions, which the Laſh inſpires. 

Thus to Alefo's Rage Amata yields, 

Around fierce People roves through Towns and Fields, 
In Woods ſhe ſacred Rites to Bacchus feigns, 

Tries greater Ills, and Rage to Fury ſtrains. 385 
To ſhaded Hills her Daughter ſhe conveys ; 
The Trojans, and glad Hymen's Joys delays: 
And Evo roars aloud. Bacchus (ſhe ſaid) 
Bacchus is only worthy of the Maid; 

To thee ſhe Dances leads; her flowing Hair, 390 
Fame ſays, for thee ſhe feeds, and bears an ivy Spear. 
Like Madneſs all the Latine Matrons ſeiz'd, 

They quit their own, to ſeek new Dwellings pleas'd; 
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To wanton Winds expoſe their flowing Hair, 

While ſome with Howlings rend the trembling = 395 

And wrapp'd in Skins they vine-leaf*dLances bear. 

The Queen a Torch amidſt the giddy Throng 

Suſtains, and ſings young Turnus nuptial Song: 

And then ſhe darts her ſanguine Looks around, 

And of a {udden cries with dreadful Sound; 400 

Io, grave Latine Dames, if Parents care 

Can touch your Hearts, with me unbind your Hair, 

And Bacciys Rites purſue ; through Woods and Wilds 

They run, Alecto drives them through the Fields. 
Aledlo ſees her firſt Attempt with joy, 405 

Latiuus Councils and his Houſe deſtroy ; 

With rapid Flight diſplay'd on dusky Wings, 

To daring Turnus Walls the Fury ſprings, 

This Town by Dane built for Grecian Swains, 

By North Winds hurry*d through the watry nas 410 

Then Ardua calld, now Ardea's Name retains. 

Fortune would have it ſo, 

Here in his lofty Palace Turnus lay 

In hisfirſt Sleep, when Night had conquer'd Day. 

Her helliſh Form Alecte laid aſide, 415 

Which ſhe with Matrons Looks and Limbs ſupply'd; 

Her wrinkl'd Brow with ſilver Fillets bound, 

Ker ſilver Hair with Olive Garlands crown'd ; 

Like Calybe, Saturnia's Prieſteſs ſhows, 

And with theſe Words to Turnus Preſence goes. 420 

Muſt 
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Muſt Turnus toil and take ſuch Pains in vain? 
Or ſhall your Scepter Dardan Hands ſuſtain ? 
Your Bride and Dow'r, which you with Blood have 
bought, 
The King denies, a foreign Heir is ſought. 
Go forth, ungrateful Prince, your Life expoſe, 425 
Deſpis'd, the Tyrrbens beat, ſave Latins from their Foes ; 
While you at caſe in pleaſing Slumbers lie, 
By me great Juno ſends this Embaſſy. 
Haſte, and your youhtful Troops draw out with 
joy, 
And meet in Arms thoſe Fugitives of Troy, 430 
In Tyber*'s Flood their painted Ships deſtroy, 
This is the Sum of what the Gods decree : 
Unlets Latinus to your Match agree 
Let him your Anger feel, your Valour try. 
Turns to her did ſcornfully reply: 435 
* Youtell me News which well 1 knew before, 
The Trojan Fleet invades the Latian Shore; 
Nay more, their Ships in Tyber's Chanel ride, 
Nor doubt that Jun favours Turnus fide ; 
Thy doting Age procures this needleſs Care 440 
And frights the Priefteſs with vain thoughts of War; 
Go, Mother, go, and keep your Temple clean, 
Leave Peace and War, thoſe manly Cares, to Men. 
His Words with Rage inflam'd the Futies Breaſt, 
Horcor and Trembling all his Limbs inveſt ; 445 
113 Her 
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Her dreadful Aſpect, native Looks, return, 

Fear ſtiffens his Eyes, and hers with Sulphur burn : 

Then from her hiſſing Locks ſhe tore two Snakes; 

She ſtopp'd him, pauſing what to ſay, then ſhakes 

Her bloody Laſhes, and with Fury ſaid: 450 

Am I ſo doating, and with Age decay'd ? 

Am with Fear deceiv'd of warring Kings? 

Behold Aledto from the Stygian Springs, 0 

Who in her Hand, Death, War, and Terror brings. 

This ſaid, a Torch againſt his Breaſt ſhe threw: 435 

Infernal Flames through all his Entrails flew : 

Rous'd from his Sleep, with ſudden fright he ſhakes, 

A Flood of Sweat from all his Body breaks: 

For Arms he calls in rage, to fierce Alarms, 

Wrath fires his Courage and his Soul to Arms. 460 

So when a Caldron crackling Boughs encloſe, 

The Water boils with Heat, and ſparkling flows, 

Swelling beyond it ſelf the Brims defies, 

And tow'ring Smoak in Clouds mounts to the Skies. 
Turnus the Chief of the Rutulian Race 465 

To King Latinus ſends to break the Peace; 

Others he arms for War, and bids them go, 

Defend their Countrey and repel the Foe ; 

Bragging that he alone could Armies bring, 

Both *gainſt the Latin and the Trojan King. 470 

This ſaid, he next invok'd the Pow'rs Divine, 

His Men each other to the Wars inclige. 

i Some 


Some by his Shape and blooming Youth are won, 
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Some by his Birth, and noble Actions done. 

While he their Courage rais'd, Alecto flew 
On Styg/an Wings, a Milchief ſtrange as new, 
Againſt the Trojans hatch'd ; her Eyes ſurvey 
The Shore where young Ialus hunts his Prey. 
The Stygian Maid his Hounds with Rage inſpir'd, 
A well-known Scent their ſubtle Noſes fir'd, 
To chaſe a Stag, firſt Cauſe of all theſe 11s, 
Which ruſtick Minds with thoughts of Battel fills : 
© A Stag ſnatch'd from the Dans of lofty Head, 
Old Tyrrheus and his Sons with care had bred ; 
He round the Fields Latinu,* Flocks did keep, 
(Great breeder of his Cattle and his Sheep.) 
This Stag young Sylvia, Tyrrheus” Daughter, taught, 
To know her Hand, and to Subjection brought: 
She comb'd with Garlands crown'd,waſh'd in the Flood ; 
He from his Maſter's Table begg'd his Food ; 
He ſtray*d in Woods all Day while it was Light, 
And to his well-known Home return at Night, 
Iulus Hounds had rouz'd him as he ſtray'd, 
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485 


490 


When falling Streams to ſhady Banks convey'd, 

To ſhun bright Phabus Rays; Aſcauius too 

With equal Ardour did the Chace purſue, 

Fir'd with the Glory of the noble Game, 

And with his ſounding Bow ditects his Aim; 

The whizzing Dart the cruel Goddeſs guides, 

Which pierc'd his Bowels through his panting Sides, 500 
The 
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The bleeding Stag flies to his Stall, and Moans, 
As one complaining fills the Houſe with Groans. 
« Firſt Sylvia beats her Breaſt, and cries aloud, 
While churliſh Swains to her Aſſiſtance crowd. 
The baleful Fury, who their Courage fires, 50; 
Lurks in the Woods. Such Arms as Rage inſpires, 
What firſt they find they ſeize ; One ſnatch'd a Brand, 
This with a Club all knotty fills his Hand. 
Tyrrizeus then cleft an Oak, inraged takes 
(When he had call'd his Men) his cleaving Axe; $10 
Alefto now a time for Miſchief finds, 
She mounts the Stables lofty Roof, then winds 
A Shepherd's Horn. This dreadful Signal given 
Shook all the Woods, and rent the Vault of Heay'n : 
Her helliſh Notes from Trivia's Lake rebound, 51s 
Snlphureous Nar and Velins Fountains found * 
The tender Infants hanging on the Breaſt 
Their frighted Mothers to their Boſom preſt. 

Soon as the Clowns had heard the Furies ſign, 
They run to Arms, and Wrath to Malice join : $20 
Now from their Camp the Trojan Youths draw out 
To aid .Aſcanizs : Nor is this a Rout 
Of rural Swains with Clubs and Countrey Arms, 
Jav'lins and Spears are us'd on theſe Alarms, 
And glaring Swords in doubtful Combate vie, 529 
Bright Phebns Rays reflecting to the Sky. 
As on the Surges riſing Tempeſts blow, 
Which ſwelling by degrees ſtill whiter grow; 

* Till 
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Till by the Fury of the Storm full blown, 

* The muddy Bottom o'er the Clouds is thrown. 530 

* Firſt Almon falls (old Jyrrheus eldeſt Son) 

KilPd by a Dart while he his Troops led on; 

The whizzing Arrow through his Wind-pipe paſt, 

Which choak'd his Voice and ſtopp'd his vital Blaſt : 

His Men in Heaps attend him as he lies. $35 

Next old Galeſus falls, the Juſt, the Wiſe, 0 

As he did Peace amidſt their Arms adviſe: 

By far the richeſt of th* Auſontan Field, 

Five Flocks of Sheep, five Proves his Paſtures 

fill'd, 

And by a hundred Ploughs his Grounds are till'd. 7 $49 

While doubtful thus the Chance of War remain'd, 

With Blood Alefo had both Nations ſtain'd. 

Her Work perform'd, from 7taly ſhe flies 

Through Air, and thus to Juno proudly cries. 

Dire Seeds of War Ive ſown, now if you pleaſe $45 

Let them agree, and join their Hangs in Peace 

Since the Auſonian Blood the Trojans ſpill : 

I can yet more to gratify your Will: 

I ſhall the neigh'bring Towns provoke to Rage, 

And ſpreading Rumours to fierce Wars engage; 330 

By ſcatt'ring Arms around, together bring 

Their joint Aſſiſtance to the Latin King. 

No more of Fraud and Terror; by your Care, 

Juno replies, you have begun the War, 0 

Which both purſue, both ſides for Arms prepare. J 55; 
A bloody 
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A bloody Hymen ſhall th* Alliance join, 
Of Venus” Race and Faunus” Royal Line: 
Retire from hence, great Fove will ne'er conſent, 
That thus you range above the Fitmament; 
Leave what remains to me, Saturnia (aid. 560 
Alecto flew on hiſſing Wings diſplay'd, 0 
From azure Skies down to the Stygian Shade. 

In midſt of Itah of mighty Fame, 
There lies a Lake (Amſanctus is its name) 
With Mountains pent, which ſhady Woods ſur- -, $65 

round, - 

In this a rapid Torrent cleaves the Ground, 
The rocky Cliffs repeat the murm' ting ſound. 
This horrid Cave's a Mouth of Hell, whence riſe 
Infernal Vapours to the tainted Skies : 
To Stygian Floods the hated Goddeſs here, 570 
Sunk deep, freeing the Earth, the Heavens, and Air. 

What Juno had begun ſhe haſtes to crown, 
The Shepherds from the Fight ruſh to the Town, 
And there ſlain Almon and Galeſus bring; 
Their Gods invoke, and then implore their King. $75 
Turnus amidſt the Dead exclaims aloud, 
Heightning the Terror of the Fire and Blood; 
Complains a Trejan's call'd to mount the Throne, 
Himſelf rejected and his hopes undone, 
Theſe meet, whoſe frighted Mothers rœar'd the Fame 
Of Bacchus in the Woods (Amata's name > 
Was great with all) all War and Blood proclaim: 

»Gainſt 


CC 


Book VII. Z NE IS. 389 


Gainſt Fate, gainſt Omens, War they only ſound, 

By Fury led Latinus Court ſurround, 

He like a Rock, which ſounding Billows braves, 585 

And ſtands unmov'd the fury of the Waves: 

In vain againſt its foaming ſides they roar, 

And beat the Sea Weeds from its rocky Shore. 

The King now ſaw no Pow”r their blind deſire 

Could ſtem, for Juno did their Paſſion fire. 596 

Firſt he atteſts the Gods and airy Skies, 

O miſerable Latins ! (then he cries) 

Ruin'd by jarring Fates, by Rage undone, 

Your ſacrilegious Blood ſhall this atone. 

Turnus, thy Crime ſhall find a bloody Fate, 595 

You ſhall implore the Gods, but aft! too late: 

Secure of Death, the ſafe retreat I crave, 

Shall only want the Pomp attends a Grave. 

This ſaid, the King within his Houſe confin'd 

Himſelf and care, the Reins of Pow'r reſign'd. 606 
« Italians firſt, then Albans us'd of gyd, 

* A Rite which now all-conquering Reman: hold: 

A ſacred Cuſtom when they would declare 

*Gainſt Indians, Arabs, or Hyrcanians War; 

Or lead their Troops to Parthia to regain 605 

« The Eagles loſt in Carrhe's bloody Plain, 

And make thoſe Eagles over Indus fly, 

To meet Aurora in her Eaſtern Sky. 

Two iron Gates a hundred Levers bar 

With Bolts of Braſs, and nam'd the Gates of War; 610 
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Sacred to Mars by awful Rites of old, 
And double Janus guards the dreadful hold. 
Soon as the Fathers have a War reſolv'd, 
The R:man Conſul with his Robes involv'd, 
Unfolds the ſounding Gates denouncing War, 615 
While Shouts and Trumpets rend the trembling Air. 
Such Rites as theſe the Latin Tribes enjoin 
Their King to uſe agatnſt the Trojan Line. 
But he refus'd, and with abhorrence fled, 
An Act ſo baſe, and hid his Royal Head. 620 
Then June from her heav'nly Throne deſcends, 
Unbars the Gates, reſiſting Hinges rends. 
Feaceful Auſonia's fired to Arms and War, 
Some for the Foot, ſome for the Horſe prepare; 
Thus all in Fury to the War inclin'd, | 625 
They poliſh Spears and Shields, and Axes grind; 
With joy they view their warlike Enſigns fly, 
« And hear the Trumpets clangour pierce the Sky. 
Five Towns to forge new Arms huge Anvils place, 
Fow'rful Atina, proud Tybur, Ardea's Race, 630 
With towr'd Antemne, Cruſtumerians join, 
They hollow Caſques and willow Branches twine, 
To form their Shields, ſome brazen Croſlets mould, 
Some damask ſilver Cuiſhes o'er with Gold, 
They now forget their Plough-ſhares, Scythes and 

Spades, 635 
And temper in the Fire their Fathers Blades. 
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The Trumpets ſound, the warlike Lots ate giv'n, 

Some Helmets ſeize, by others Horſes driy'n ; 

Some fit their Shields, and ſome their Corſlets ty'd, 

Others their truſty Swords girt by their fide. 646 
From Helicon, ye ſacred Siſters, fire 

My Soul, and with your Lays divine inſpire, 

To ſing the Kings then rul'd the 7alian Land, 

«© Their Arms and Armies under their command. 

Fame, thro' long tracts of time, can ſcarcely ſhew 645 

Theſe Truths, which you as Pow'rs Immortal know. 
Firſt proud Mexentius, the Etrurian King, 

{Deſpiſer of the Gods) his Troops did bring, 

With him young Lauſus join'd his graceful Son, | 

In Beauty he to Turns yields alone, 65% 

** A skilful Horſeman and a Hunter bred, 

In yain a thouſand from Ag zylla led; 

His Sire unworthy of ſo brave a Son, 


Deſerving to aſcend a purer Throne. | 
© Next Aventius; o'er the flow ry Ground 655 

0 His Chariot drove, with Palms and Laurels crown'd. 
And ſhews his conqu' ring Steeds; his blazing Shield, 
His Father's hundred-headed Hydra fill'd: 
from Prieſteſs Rhea he deriy'd his Blood, | 
And great ,Alcides, whom that conqu' ring God 660 
In ſecret courted in the Aventine Wood: 
Who triple Geryon then had kill'd in Spain, 
And fed his Droves on Tyber's graſſy lain. 
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For Arms hig Nen long Piles. and Javelins. bare, 
« And . Poles/ their Foes, in, Battel gore: 665 
A Foot the Hero to the Palace goes, 
His frightful Dreſs like great Alcides ſhews, 
< Wrapt in a dreadful Lion's ſhaggy Skin, 
* Whoſe Jaws around his Face did fiercely grin, 
©* Two Grecian Brothers next from Tbur came, 676 
6c Which from their Brother Tyb#r: took its name. 
Before their Troops ruſh fiercely to the Fight, 
As from Theſſatia's. ſnowy Mountains height, 
Two Cloud-born Cent awrs rapidly deſcend : ; 
Vaſt W give way, and ruſtling Buſhes. bend. 67; 
A King of Hhepherds ws ſtybd by Fame: 
Old Vulcan's Son: with him Prenefte's Band, 
And thoſe who till Saturnia's Gabine Land: 
With thoſe who on cold Anienus dwell, 630 
"And where rough Amaſenu? Billows ſwell, 
Near the Hernican Rocks till Sabine Ground, 
Nor Shields nor Corflets on their Bodies ſound, 
Nor Chariots uſe for Arms: They Jav'lins bear, 
And throw from Slings Lead-Bullers through the 


. . 


Air; By 8 IP 685 
Inſtead of Helms they Caps of Wolf. skins wear. 
They fix'd their left Feet naked on the Ground, 
Their Right with Shoes of Bulls raw Hides are bound. 

Next them great Neptune s Son, Meſſapus came, 
By Fate ſecure from hurt of Steel and Flame; 690 
5 ee _— 
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The lazy Courage of the Troops he warms, 8 

Long Peace had turn'd their Minds from War 0d Arms ; 

ro fight Feſcennians and Faliſcan? bring, / 

With thoſe who live where Lake Ciminia ſprings 5 * 

Near Mount Soradte and Flavinian Lands, * 

« And where Ferania's Grove and Temple ſtands. 

Theſe march in Battel, loudly praiſe their Wc. 

As Swans from feeding mounted on the Wing, 

With ftretch'd out Necks thro? airy Regions ſing. 

The chearful Notes the neighbouring Shores rebound, 70s 

And Aſia's Lake re-echo's to the ſound ; 

Whoc'er had heard their joyful noiſe afar, 

Wou'd neꝰ er have thought them Soldiers atm'd for War, 

But rather Fowl which from the Ocean ſoar, 

To eaſe theit Sea-beat Bodies on the Shore. 705 
Heading a warlike Band next aua: came, 

Of ancient Sabine Blood, his mighty Fam 

Did more than equal all: The claudi come. ' . 

From him, ſince Sabine: ſhare the Power of N.. 


With them old Cures, Amiternum's Band. 7% 
Thoſe of EFretum and Muti ſcas Lanai  » 
Thoſe Tetrica and Mount Severus yields, 8 
Nementum*s Town and Velins xoſie Fields 
or Foruli, thoſe in Caſperia dwell, - -, _: - — 1 
Where Falaris and Himel Tyber ſwell. uk | 


The Hortine Troops, thoſe of cold Net e 
The Latin, valle by Alias woful | Flood... 
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Soldiers and Arms the trembling Earth ſuſtains, 
Thick as the Ears of Wheat on Hermss? Plains, : | 
726 


* Or Lycian Fields, when ſcorching Phæbus reigns. 

Thick as the Waves in Lybian Seas are roll'd, 

When dire Orion ſets in Winter's cold. 

Troy's Foe, Haleſus, next his Chariot drives, 

(From Agamemnon he his Birth derives,) 

To Turnus Aid, with him a thouſand join 725 

From Maſſica, that fertile Soil of Wine: 

Thoſe where Vulturnus ſhallow Waters roar, 

Aurunci from their Rocks and Sidicinum's Shore. 

Troops from Caſerta and from Cales go, 

The Oſci, who long pointed Jav'lins throw: 730 

To dextrous Hands ty*d with a ſlender Cord, 

They bear light Shields, and uſe a crooked Sword, 

Nor, OEbalus, muſt thou be here forgot, 

Whom Telon on Sebethus? Daughter got: 

When he, well-ſtrick'n in Years, in Caprea reign'd, 735 

© Th* ambitious Son ſo mean a Throne diſdain' d, 

© And o'er Sarrafte? People ſtretch'd his ſway, 

Where Sarnu Streams run to the Tyrrhen Sea; 

O' er Rufe, Batulum, Celenna's Land, 

Where rich Abella's lofty Tow'rs command: 749 

Theſe German like, long corded Jav'lins flung, 

And by their ſides braſs Swords and Bucklers hung. 

With Casks of Cork. Great Vſens too, thy name 0 

1 muſt rehearſe, renown'd for Arms of Fame, 5 

He to the War from hilly N#r/4 came: 745 
The 
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The ſtubborn Ægqui his commands obey d, 1 

Hunting their Sport, as plund'ring was their Trade, 8 
In Arms they plough' d, in Arms they uſe the Spade. 

Brave Umbro ſent from the Marrubian Ground 
By King Arehippus, who his Helmet crown'd 750 
With Olive Boughs, a Prieft train'd up to Arms, | 
Who Snakes and Vipers lull'd aſleep by Charms: ' 
Hig Art their Rage allay'd,-their Bites did cure, 
Charms weak; alas, the Charmer to ſecure; 
Nor Herbs not Numbers ſhall relief afford 7255 
© To heal a Wound giv'n by a Trojan Sword. 
Angitia's Grove ſhall mourn thy Death and Fouls, 
Facinss? Lake and cryſtal Streams around. 

Hippolytuss warlike Son was there, 

Young:Virbivs, like his Sixg and Mother fair, 76% 
« Whom in Egerian Groves Aricia bore, 
„% And nurs'd his Youth along the humid Shore: 
«© Where chaſte. Diana's peaceful Altars flame: 
Hippotyws (as it is told by Fame) | 
When torn aſunder by his Horſes bewe, 765 
And glutred by! his Death his Father's ſpight; 
A bloody victim to his Step-dame's Le. o 
His Innocence did chaſte Diana move, | 5 
To raiſe by Hetbs' to- vital Air above. ; 
Almighty Jeve with Indignation bore 770 
A Mortal's riſing from the Stygian Shore; 
Him whom Phyſicians for their Patron own, | 
Wih Thunder to the Stygrian Floods threw down. 
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Diana to the graceful Youth more kind ; 

With Nymphs to ſweet Egerian Groves confin'd, 

To paſs his Days in Woods unknown to Fame, 

He for Hippolytus took Virbius name. 

Horſes from Trivia's Temple and her Wood 

© Debarr'd, &er ſince a Monſter of the Flood 

< Frighted, and caus*'d them ſhed their Maſters Blood. 

But yet his Son drove Horſes o'er the Field, 781 

And round the Plain to War his Chariot wheel'd, 
Amongſt the firſt brave Turnus graceful Mien 

Appears, his Head Ger all his Troops is ſeen 

Upon his triple Creſt Chimera ſtands, 785 

And from AÆAtnean Jaws darts flaming Brands. 

The more in bloody Fields burns Turnus ire, 

More fierce appears the Monſter breathing Fire, 

Fair Je like a Cow his Shield adorns, 

Imboſs'd in Gold with large erected Horns; 

(A noble charge) her Keeper Argus too, 

Near from his Urn her Father's Waters flow. 

The Infantry march'd next with glaring Shields, 

And Steel-arm'd Legions crowd the duſty Fields, 

Aurunei, Rutuli, Sicilian Bands, 795 

And Grecian Youth in warlike order ſtands, 

With Troops Sacrana and Labicum yields, 

(In Tyber*s Foreſt) beating painted Shields, 

Who near Numicusꝰ ſacred Streams reſide, 

And Circe*s or Retilian Hills divide; $00 
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With thoſe of Anxur rul'd by mighty Fove, 

Thoſe who poſſeſs Feronia's pleaſant Grove; 

Neat Satura*s dusky Lake, where Vfens hides 

His Streams in Vales, and thence to Neptune glides. 
Next theſe Camilla of the Volſcian Line, 805 

Whoſe warlike Squadrons in bright Armour ſhine: 

A daring Maid, unus'd to Palla“ Arts, 

But bred to War, to Jav'lins, and to Darts, 

To ſuffer Toil ; in ſpeed the Winds out-vies, 

Nor bends the ſtanding Corn, o'er which ſhe flies; $10 

Her hov'ring courſe ſhe bends through raging Waves, 

Her nimble Feet no ſawcy Billow laves. 

The Youth and Matrons from the Buildings round, 

Run and admire to ſee her tread the Ground ; 


Her purpleRobes,the Chains which link'd herHair, 


Amaz'd they ſtare, and view her graceful Air, 2 
Her Heian Quiver and her myrtle Spear. 


The End of the Seventh Book, 
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Turnus, King of the Rutilians, joining with 
the Latins, reſolves to oppoſe Aneas. V enu- 
lus is ſent'to Diomedes to acquaint him with 
the Trojans. landing upon their Coaſt, and to 
perſuade him to enter into the League againſt. 
them. Eneas, wearied with Care and the 
thoughts of the War, falls aſleep near the Ri- 

ver Tyber: The God of the River appears to 
him, aſſures him of ſucceſs, and adviſes him 
os © 50 
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to go to Evander, King of Arcadia; who Le- 
ing baniſh'd from Home, had built a Town 
(call'd Pallantium) apon Mount Palatin, af- 
terwards one of the ſeven Hills of Rome, to 
make Friendſhip with him, and to beg his 
Aſſiſtance. He finds Evander intent upon Sa- 
crifices and Devotions to Hercules; to which 
he kindly admits Fneas, and gives him a 
full account of the firſt beginnings of theſe holy 
Rites ; by relating the Story of Hercules's 
Victory over Cacus, a famous Robber of that 
Countrey. Gives four hundred Horſemen to 
/Eneas, under the command of his only Son 
Pallas. Then ſends him to the Tyrrhens, a Peo- 
fle of the Etruſcans (who had expell'd their 
King Mezentius for his Cruelty, and now 
earneſtly deſired a, ſtranger Prince) aſſuring 
the Trojan Prince 12 the Obedience of that 
People. Next day FEneas ſends half his Men 
down the River, to give his Son an account 
of all that had paſsd ; with the other half 
he marches to Tarchon's Camp, who com- 
manded the Tyrrhen Arm). In the mean 
zime Venus brings him the Armour ſhe had 
promiſed, made by Vulcan. He admires the 
Shield above all the reſt, whercon were. en- 


gra ven all the great Actions of the Romans, 


his Poſterity, and more particularly the Victory 
of Auguſtus at Actium, againſt Anthony and 
Cleopatra Qreen of /Egypt, upon which the 
Poet enlargeth, by an elegant deſcription. of 
Auguſtus's zriple Triumph, 
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crown'd 1 
— Tow'is, the martial Tram- 
pets ſound 


5 War; 
The Men their Harneſs and their Arms prepare : 
Tumultuous Rage inflam'd the Peoples Mind; $ 
The Latin State iti ſtrict Alliance join'd: 
The head-ſtrong Y outh with thoughtleſs Fury run. | 
Bold vn, and Meſapw: leads them on, 


 Mexentins to0,%comtemning Pow's divine, 
From neighb'ring Parts confed'rate Forces join: 16 


They waſte the Fields and fpdil the Countrey round, 
Nor ?lough-men' leave to till ot ſow the Ground. 5 
Firſt Venulus they ſent to Diomed,, 

As their Embaſſador, to beg his Aid; 

And let him know the Trojan Fleet and Hoſt, 13 
And conquer d Gods poſſeſs the Latine Coaſt; 

And that Ænea: own'd himſelf to be 

Deſign'd their Monarch by the God's decree; 

Which ſpread his Fame abroad, that ev'ry Hour 
Some.ncighb'ring Nation join'd and ſwell'd his Pow'r; 20 
Nor was it hard to ſee the Foe's deſign, 9 


Should ſmiling Fortune to their ſide incline: 


He better knew than T or the King, 5 
The fatal conſequence that War would bring. 


While 


O on as bold Turnus blazing Standard - 


provok'd the ſprightly Courſers to the 
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As Light reflected from bright Phabs,* Rays, 30 


For you and yours, and certain Houſhold Gods: 


e/Eneas) anxious Soul foreſaw the War, 
Drown'd in a toſling Sea of racking Care. 

His nimþle thoughts through ſwift Ideas glide 
And future Chances turn on ev ry ſide; 


While thus the Latins Arms and Friends m_ 


Or paler Phebe, in braſs Ciſterns plays; ; 

On fleeting Water skips from place to place, 

And ftrikes the Cieling i in its twinkling Race. 
*Twas Night and Nature ſlept, both Man and Beat 
And weary'd Birds lay huſh'd in pleaſing Reſt. 35 
On Tyber's Banks afleep Æneas lay, 

Whom thoughts of War had troubl'd all the Day. 
Old Hyberinus, Genius of the Place, 

In pleaſant Streams which ſhady Poplars grace, | 
Appear'd to riſe, in azure Linen clad, 40 
A wreath of Reeds adorn'd his rev'rend Head: : 
Thus to the Hero ſpoke, to eaſe his Care, 

With gentle words, Son of the Gods, who bear 
From Foes to us the ſad remains of Troy, 

In whem that Town yet ſtands; our Fields with Joy 45 
Long look'd for now receiye, here ſure abodes 


Slight all the Rumours of theſe threatning Wars, 
Moſt of the Gods are pleas'd, and end their Jars: | 
When on the Ground a Sow ftretch'd out ſhall lie 3% 
Beneath an Oak, her thirty young ones by 
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White as their Dam; this ſeen diſtruſt no more 

That theſe are Dreams; there is your promis'd Shore: 
Upon this Place your Son a Town ſhall build, 

Which ſhall Repoſe from all your Labours yield, 53 
After the end of thirty rolling Years, 

From this Preſage he noble Alba rears. 

I ſhew what's true, next tell you how your Pains 

May merit Glory for what yet remains, 

Evander's Followers, of Arcadian Race 69 
The Hills inhabit, which ſurround this Place; 

Where they have built a Town ſcarce known to Fame, 
Pallantium call'd, from old King Pallas“ Name: 

In conſtaat Broils the Latians they dare ; 

Make them your Friends and Brothers of the War. 6Gc 
My Courſe directs your way, the Banks that hem 

My rapid Current, which your Oars ſhall ſtem : 


To Heay*ns great Queen your due Deyotions pay, 
With humble Vows her Hate and Wrath allay. 
When you o' ercome I ſhall expect your Thanks. 


Ariſe, bright Venn, Son, at break of Day, 
8 70 


I Her am, who glice through flow'ry Banks; 

My fwelling Stream theſe fertile Fields divides, 

No River to the Gods more grateful glides : 

And here my mighty Seat, whence to the Skies 75 

The conquer'd Globe's Imperial Town ſhall riſe. 

This (aid, the God div'd through the mighty Deep, 

And to the Bottom plung' d. Both Night and Sleep 
For- 
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Forſook AÆAnca Eyes, he ſees the Beams 
Of riſing Phæbus from the cryſtal Streams. $0 
With both his hollow'd Hands he Water throws, 
Then to th* Pow'rs Divine addreſs'd his Vows. 
Nymphs, Oh Laurentine Nymphs, who guard each Spring, 
Whence noble Rivers all their Waters bring, 
© Receive Mucas, from all Dangers ſave, 85 
0. Father Tyber, in your ſacred Wave; 
Where*er youdwell, where*er your Streams are found, 
Where*er your pleaſant Fountains cleave the Ground, 
I for your Pity ſhall due Honours pay, 
And grateful Victims on your Altars lay: 90 
Who rule Heſper/an Floods your Help afford, 
And by your Preſence ſeaf your ſacred Word. 
He ſaid; then from his Fleet two Gallies drew, 
With Rowers fills their Banks, then arms their Crew, 
And now the Hero's wond'ring Eyes behold 95 
The Prodigy which Tyber's God foretold ; 
A Sow with all her Off-ſpring white a# Snow, 
Lay *mongſt the Trees, which near the River grow: 
Which good «/£neas to great Juno kill d, 
The Mother and the Brood her Altars fill'd. 109 
That ſilent Night old Tyber calm'd his Flood, 
His rolling Waves, forc'd back, now level ſtood, 
Like ſtagnate Pools, or like a cryſtal Lake, 
And no Reſiſtance to the Rowers make; 
Who cut the Billows with a cheering Cry, 105 
The well calk'd Gallies o' er the Waters fly, 
Vo 1. II. Nn The 
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The Streams and Groves as if they wonder'd ſtood, 
That ſhining Veſlels row'd againſt the Flood; 
With glittering Arms they tug both Night and Day 
From Reach to Reach, and ſwiftly make their way, 110 
Under the Shade of ſpreading Boughs and Leaves, 
And cut reflected Foreſts on the Waves. 

The Sun had reach'd his full Meridian Height 
When Walls and Tow'rs from far ſalute their Sight, 
And diſtant Houſes, thinly ſet, appear'd, 115 


Which ſince, the Romans to the Clouds have rear'd. 
This homely Town Evander then poſleſs'd : 


They row to Shore, and to the City haſte, 
\Arcadia's King, his Son, and poorer States, 
That Day, in Groves without the City Gates, 120 
Their uſual Honours to Alcides paid, 

And grateful Victims on his Altar laid: 

But when they ſaw tall Ships move through the Wood, 
And row againſt the Current of the Flood, 

Amaz'd with fear all from the Table riſe. 125 
Friends, mind the Rites, uor leave the Sacrifice, 

Bold Pallas ſaid ; Then ſeiz'd in haſte a Spear, 

And mounts a riſing Ground, he calls afar. 

Strangers, who led you to this unknown Road? 

What are you? Whither? Where is your Abode? 130 
Say, Peace or War? «£neas from the Prow, 
In ſign of Peace, ſtretch'd out an Olive Bough : 
The Latins Foes, you Trajan Captains ſec, 
Acruel War with ſuch an Enemy 
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Has forc'd us hither ; let Evander know 135 
We beg his Aid againſt the common Foe. 
* Struck with the Name, he ſaid, Who e'ex thou art, 
Come thou aſhore, andto the King impart 
All your Concerns, and land a welcome Gueſt. 
They join'd their Hands, and tenderly embrac'd; 140 
They left the Shore and enter'd in the Grove, 
Then to the King Words might his Kindneſs move 
AHneas ſpoke. 
Great King, the Glory of the Grecian Line, 
Since to beg Peace the cruel Fates injoyn. I45 - 
I neither fear'd a Grecian Leader's Name 
Born in Arcadia, or that you came 
From Atreu Loins; ſe&ure in my own Worth 
And Heav'n's Decrees, yours and my Father's Birth, 
Your Countries Honour and your well- ſpoke Fame, 150 
Though urg' d by Fate, moſt willingly 1 came. 
Great Dardanus, the Founder of our Town, 
Electra's Son, as all the Greci ans own, 
To /lium came: Her Atlas got, who bears 
Upon his mighty Back the ſtarry Spheres ; r5$ 
You ſprung from Hermes, Maja brought him forth 
On Mount Cy/lene, in the frozen North. 
Her Father Atlas (as I hear) the ſame, 
Who on his Shoulders bears the heav'nly Frame; 
The Blood of both from the ſame Fountain ſprings, 160 
Truſting to this, IL ſcorn'd, like other Kings, 
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To ſend before to ſound and try my Fate; 

My ſelf I bring, thus lowly I entreat. 

The fierce Rutulians you and us purſue 

With cruel Wars; if to their Arms we bow, 
They think all Lets remov'd which ſtop their way 
To ſtretch their Empire ont from Sea to Sea. 
Give yours, reteive our Faith; long us'd to War, 
Our Courage try'd, our Hearts are void of fear, 
With piercing Eyes, while thus Æneas ſaid, 
Evander him from Head to Foot ſuryey'd : 
Then briefly ſpoke. Beſt of the Trojan Race, 
Whom 1 moſt willing in theſe Walls embrace, 
Andin your Voice and Air your Father find, 
Though long ago, I freſhly call to mind 

King Priam's Viſit to his Siſter's Court, 

¶ Who then at Salamina had reſort) 

Who in his Progreſs view'd th* Arcadian Shore, 
A youthful Down my Chin then cover'd o'er. 

I ſaw the Trojan Chiefs with wond”ring Eyes; 
Priam himſelf 1 ſaw ; yet my ſurprize 

Was more to ſee Anchiſes top the reſt ; 

© A friendly Ardour fir'd my youthful Breaſt 
To know the Man ; I mutual Friendſhip ſought, 
Accoſted firſt, then to Pheneus brought; 

And when we parted with a cloſe Embrace, 

He gave me Arrows in a Lycian Caſe, 

A Tiſſue Robe, two Bits with golden Reins, 
The noble Gift with Pallas ſtill remains. 
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© The League you ask, by this Right Hand 1 plight; 199 
When Phebns next diſplays his chearing Light, 
My Wealth ſhall caſe, my Troops ſhall force your 


407 


way, 
© But ſince as Friends you came this ſolemn Day, 
And that our Rites admit of no delay, 
Honour our Feaſt, accept a friendly Treat; 195 
Then he commands to bring both Wine and Meat, 
On Seats of Turf he plac'd the Trojans round, 

Then ona Maple Throne, rais'd from the Ground, 
He ſets /£neas on a Lion's Skin: 

The Prieſts and Youth broild Bowels next bring in, 200 
With Baskets full of Bread, and Bowls of Wine, 
On Chines of Beef the Prince and Trojans dine, 
On offer*d Entrails plentifully Feaſt, 

Then ſaid Evander to his Royal Gueſt, 

No Superſtition or blind Zeal impoſe 205 
This Feaſt and Rites, nor to ſuch Height aroſe 
This ſacred Altar from obſcuret Fame: 

We pay what's due to our Preſerver's Name 
That Rock, thoſe pointed Cliffs afar you view, 
Fell down, and with their Fall a mighty Ruin drew; 210 
The mould'ring Crags all round with Rubbiſh fill 
The Vale adjoining the abandon'd Hill. 

There was a Cave ſunk a prodigious way, 

Which never gave acceſs to Light of Day: 

Here brutal Cacus hid his horrid Face, 213 
Slaughter and Blood beſmear'd the diſmal Place; 
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Fix'd to the Pillars of the lofty Door 
Pale human Heads hung dropping livid Gore. 
This hideous Giant, belching Smoke and Flame, 
Was Vulcan's Son; expected ſafety came; 220 
The great Avenger of all horrid Crimes, 
God-like Alcides came in later times, 
Proud with the Spoils of three-fold Geryon ſlain, 
And drove his Bulls on Tyber's graſſy Plain. 
The thieving cacus itching to eſſay 425 
All kind of Villany, convey'd away, 
Dragg'd backward to his Cave, four well grown Bulls: 
And from the Drove he four fat Heifers pulls, 
Shuts in the hollow Rock; no Tracks betray, 
No forward Step directs the Owner's way. 230 
Alcides now to ſhift his Folds prepar'd, 
And drive to other Grounds his well-graz'd Herd : 
© The Bulls, who miſs'd their Mates, complain'd aloud, 
With Bellowings fill'd the neighb'ring Hills and Wood; 
One of the Cows inclos*d within the Rock 235 
Return'd the Sound, and Cacus* Meaſurcs broke. 
Revenging Fury great Alcides warms, 
He pull'd a knotty Oak, his uſual Arms, 
With rapid Speed he gain'd the Mountains Height : 
Then firſt we ſaw fierce Cacus in a Fright, 240 
Shewn in his Looks ; then to his Den he ſprings 
More fleet than Winds, fear arms his Feet with Wings: 
Then clos'd the Entry with a Rock, ſecure 
His Father's Art had hung above the Door 
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On Chains of Iron, then ſhut the Bolts within. 245 
Alcides came, wild Fury made him grin; 

He gnaſh'd his foaming Teeth, his burning Eyes 

Darts all around, and ey'ry place ſurveys 


Attempts the ſolid Gate ; thrice from his Pain 
Reſts weary'd in the Vale, then tries again. 

A flinty Rock of a ſtupendous Height 

Stuck out behind the Cave: (where Birds of Night 
Their dire Abodes had made) this o'er the Flood 
Hung on the Left, upon the Right he ſtood; 255 
With all his Force he heav'd the pond'rous Rock 

And tore it from the Roots, Heaven with the Shock 
And trembling Shores reſound ; old Tyber ſhrinks 

His frighted Head within his ſhiv'ring Brinks. 

Now cacus ſpacious Court appears in ſight, 260 
The horrid Cave receiy'd unuſual Light, 

As ifa dreadful Earthquake rent in two 

The ſhatter'd Globe, and ſhew'd the Realms of Woe, 
Unſeen by heav'nly Pow*rs ; and radiant Light 

Should fright the Shades ſhut in eternal Night, 265 
And from above diſcloſe the Pit of Hell: 

Surprizing Day thus ſtruck the gloomy Cell. 

He roar'd aloud, *gainſt him Aiden flew 

With all his Arms, and Rocks Ike Milſtones threw : 
The Monſter now who knew no way to ſhun 270 


Approaching Fate, his laſt Reſerves begun, 
Strange to relate! 
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His open'd Jaws a Cloud of Smoke pour'd out 

And ſpread Cimmerian Darkneſs round about; 

With Vaponrs ſhrowded from Alcide,? fight 275 
Fills all the Cave with tow'ring Flames and Night. 
This Trick too weak to ftop Alcde,” Ire, 

Who caſt himſelf amongſt the Smoke and Fire, 

Which like a rapid Torrent rolling flow, 

And with thick Fogs fill all the Cave below ; 280 
While cacus flam'd in vain, the gloomy Grot 

The Hero gain'd, and ſqueez'd his bloodleſs Throat 


He twiſt his Limbs and wrung his Neck about, 


Till with the Strain he forc'd his Eye-balls out : 

The Doors broke down, the dusky Vaults diſplay 28s 
Unjuſtly taken Goods to open Day. 

He by the Heels the filthy Carrion drew, 

Beholders were not pleas'd enough to view 

The frightſul Aſpe& of this human Beaſt, 

His horrid Eye-brows and his hoary Breaſt; 290 
His dreadful Throat which no more Fire ſends forth. 
E*er ſince that time due Honours to ſuch Worth, 
Poſterity with Joy and Gladneſs pay, 

To great Alcides keep this Holy Day. 

Potitius firſt, and the Pinarian Name 295 
This Altar rais'd to his eternal Fame, 

This lofty Altar, this Hercu/ean Shrine 

Which ſhall with us above all Altars ſhine. 

Brave Youths, in honour of this high Renown, 
'YourHands with Bowls,your Heads withGarlands crown, 
Pray 
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Pray to our common God, drink freely round; 301 
This ſaid, his Locks with Poplar wreaths he bound. 
Evander's right a hollow Goblet fills, 

Some Drops the Monarch on the Table ſpills : 

Thus all the Gueſts the ſacred Liquor pour, 305 
And all with joy th' immortal Gods adore, 

Mean while Apollo in the Weſt declin'd, 

Potitius and the Prieſts their Bodies bind 

With ſhaggy Skins, and burning Tapers held, 

Then with the ſecond Courſe the Tables fill'd. 310 
The Holy Altars with full Chargers crown'd, 

The Salian Prieſts their Heads with Poplar bound, 

And dance about them with a joyful ſound. 

Thus double Choirs, this old, the other young, 
Alcide? praiſe in lofty numbers ſung, 315 
* How, for a tryal, ty'd in ſwathing Bands, 

He ſtrangl'd Juno's Snakes with Infant Hands. 

In War he ſtately Cities overturn'd,, 

Troy, and OEchalia to Aſhes burn'd ; 

O'rcame a thouſand Labours ſent by Fate 320 
Under Euryſtheus, puſh'd by Juno's Hate. 

Invincible, he kill'd bold 7xion's Brood, 

The double Centaurs, gender'd on a Cloud: 

No Arm but his could Cretan Monſters brave, 

Or kill the Lion of Nemea's Cave : 325 
The Stygian Rivers ttembl'd at his name, 

His Hand alone could Hell's dire Porter tame: 
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No Shape could fright, or huge Typhe us dare 
Reſiſt his Arms, when he *gainſt Heav'n made War. 
The Hydra's many Heads at Lerna's Flood 330 
Could ne*er ſurprize amongſt the hiſſing Crowd. 
All hail thou glory of thy heav'nly Race, 
True Son of Fove, our Gifts with Favour grace ! 
* Thus they in numbers ſing, but above all, 
They celebrate Fire- breathing cacus fall; 335 
The chearful noiſe the ſhady Woods reſound, 
The echo*d Songs from Hill to Hill rebound. 
All to the Town retire, the Rites now done, 
Firſt old Evander with his Gueſt and Son; 
He with his pleaſant Talk beguil'd the way. 340 
«/Eneas wond*ring Eyes all round ſurvey ; 
All Obje&s pleaſe, the Hero much enquires, 
And noble Acts of former Kings admires. 
Then ſpoke the Founder of Pallantium's Tow'rs, 
Where Rome now ſtands, here Nymphs and Sylvan 
Pow'rs 345 
Firſt dwelt, with Men who liv'd in Roots of Oak, 
Who Arts nor Manners knew, nor Plough nor Yoke ; 
Knew neither how to ſave, nor purchale Goods, 
But liv'd on Fruits and Hunting in the Woods, 
Old Saturn coming from th* Ethereal Sway, 350 
Expell'd by Fove, firſt taught them to ovey : 
From Hills he gather'd and together brought, 
He gave them Laws and civil Cuſtoms taught : 
From 
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From lurking here the Countrey Latium nam'd, 
During his Reign the golden Age was fam'd. 


For Peace and Plenty overflow'd the Land, 
When he rul'd Latium with a gentle Hand: 


> 
— - — — 
CY — * 
— * -; 
— — — 
— 


2 


355 


Till more degenerate times a coarſer Age, 

And love of Money brought forth War and Rage: 
© Then bold Auſonians and Sicilians came, 

* Who for their own chang'd oft the Latine name, 
Then Kings and Monarchs rul'd old Saturn's Land, 
And Giant Tybris bore ſupreme Command ; 

Who to the River Tyber gave his name, 

Call'd Albula by old Records of Fame. 

Thruſt from my Countrey, on the Billows toſs'd, 
By irreſiftleſs Fate and Fortune croſs'd, 

My Mother's care inſpir'd by Delos“ God, 

Has brought me hither to this ſafe abode. 

* This ſaid, he ſhew'd the Altar and the Gate, 

„ Since nam'd Carmental by the Renan State, 

la honour that Carmenta firſt foretold 

Aua, Line, and Roman Fame of old. 

« Then ſhews that Grove, which in ſucceeding times 
© Great Romulus a Refuge made for Crimes : 375 
And next Pan's lofty Temple on à Rock, 

Built by Arcadian Rites to guard his Flock: 
Next tells of Argu Death, his murder'd Gueſt, 
The Tomb and Grove his Innocence atteſt: 
Next to Tarpeia's Capitol he led, 390 
Inſtead of Gold with fenny Reeds o' erſpread. 
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An awful reverence of this holy Ground 
With terror fills the neighb'ring Swains all round. 
With fear approach this Rock, they dread the Wood, 
Within whoſe Shade a God hath his Abode, 5 
What God not known, but ſure it is a God. 
Arcadians ſay they ſaw Fove's heav'nly Form 
Oft wield his Shield when tow'ring in a Storm : 
Two ruin'd and diſmantl'd Towns behold, 
Remains of mighty Men renown'd of old : 390 
Janus built this, old Saturn built that Toun, 
Janiculum this, and that Saturnia known. 
Diſcourſing thus they reach'd the homely Court, 
Where now the Roman Senators reſort : 
Evander's Cattel low'd around their Stalls : 395 
When near his Trojan Gueſt Evander calls, 
Saying, Alcides enter'd at this Door, 
© This Houſe receiv'd the mighty Conqueror: 
Contemning Riches, gain an equal Prize, 
Do like a God, nor what is mean deſpiſe. 400 
Then by the Hand he great £neas led 
Into the Hall, and plac'd him on a Bed 
O*erſpread with Bear-skins and with Quilts of Leaves, 
Night's ſable Wings the World of Light bereaves. 

Now Venus juſtly for her Son afraid, 405 
With Latine Rage and noiſe of War diſmay'd ; 
Couch'd in his golden Bed ſhe thus beſpeaks 


Her Husband's Succour e' er the Tempeſt breaks: 
And 
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And that her ſuit might more enticing prove, 
she all her words inſpir'd with Charms of Love. 410 
Whilſt Grecian Kings againſt the Trojans join'd, 
Gainſt Caſtles doom'd to fall in War combin'd ; 
1n their Diſtreſs I begg'd no Aid nor Arms, 

Or ask'd your Help, dear Lord of all my Charms ; 
Becauſe in yain your Hand I would not uſe, 41s 
© Though much I ow'd to Priam's Royal Honſe, 
And oft AÆAneas (uff*rings did deplore z 

By Fove's Decree he lands on Latium's Shore. 
A tender Mother and a loving Wife 

Now begs her deareſt Lord's divine Relief, £20 
Arms for my Son I beg; can uus fail, 
And Thetis and Aurora's Tears prevail? 
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Behold what Nations join and ſhut their Gates 
Gainſt me and mine; the Latins Rage and Threats 
All for our Ruin arm, and whet their Swords. 425 
When ſhe had thus expreſs'd theſe moving words, 
She claſp'd her lingring Husband in her Arms, 
And in her melting ſnowy Boſom warms : 
His wonted Flame ſets all the God on fire, 
And through his Bones infus'd a fierce deſire; 430 
As when brisk Lightning which dark Vapours ſhrowd, 
Gilds with a ſudden Flaſh the pregnant Cloud: 
Her wiles ſucceed, with joy ſhe ſaw her Art, 
Sure of her Beauties Empire 0*er his Art. 
O'er-powr'd with Love the fiery God replies, 43s 
Why need you Reaſons ſo remote deviſe, 
Vol II. O 0 And 
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And your own Beauty or my Love diſtruſt 2 

In yain you Give to urge a Cauſe ſo juft. 

© To arm your Son, bad you deſit'd my Hand, 

Lou might the Artiſt and his Art command: 440 
Nor Jove nor Fate withſtood the Dardan Race, 

To reign in Aſia for a longer ſpace. 

Naw if your thoughts reſolve upon the War 

I plight my Skill, my Labour and my Care, 
Whatever melting Metals can conſpire, 445 
0 Or breathing Bellows or the forming Fire; 

© Forbear to pray, and all your Doubts remove, 

% And think no Task is difficult ro Love. 

* He ſaid, and eager to enjoy her Charms, 

He ſnatch'd the lovely Goddeſs to his Arms; 450 
Till all infus'd in Foy, he lay poſſeſs'd 

« Of full Deſire, and funk to pleaſing Reſt. 

When his firſt Sleep broke off his ſueet Repoſe, 

Night half hex Courfe had run, the God aroſe 

When careful Houſe-wives wake to gain their Bread, 433 
By Palla. ſlender: Arts and ſpinning Thacad : 

The Aſhes ſtir, aud blow the Embers bright, 

By Night employ their Maids with Candle-light, 

That they their Husbands Bed may keep from ſtain, 
And their ſmall Children frugally maintain. 460 
Thus early Vulcan from his downy Bed 

Roſe to his Labour, and himſelf convey'd 
»T wiaxt Sicily and Lipare, where lie 

Hiera's ſmoaking Cliffs which touch the Sky. 
| Under 
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Under this Iſland dreadful Thunders ſound 465 
From flaming Ætna's Caves, and tear the Ground. 
The Cyclops glowing Forges ſcotch and tear, 
Reſounding Anvils ſtrokes of Hammers bear: 
Hot Bars of Steel in hiſſing Watet roar, 

And pointing Flames through fiery Tunnels ſoar : 470 
This Vulcan's Shop, and honour'd with his Name: 
Down to this place from Heav'n old Vulcan came. 
In the vaſt Cave the brawny Cyclops beat 
The ſparkling Steel, their naked Bodies ſweat, 
Brontes and Steropes their Vigour join, 475 
Both with Pyracmon their whole Strength combine; 
A deadly Thunderbolt they had begun, 
Such angry Fove from pregnant Clouds throws down; 
Three points of Hail, and thice were made of Rain, 
Three made of Fire, the laſt three Wind contain: 480 
They dreadful Lightning, Sounds which Fear inſpire, 

Mix'd with their Works, and Vengeance arm'd with Fire. 
For Mars a Chariot ſome in haſte prepare, 
With which he Men and Citiss prompts to War. 
Some angry Pallas Arms, and hortid Shield «ty 
With poliſh'd Gold, and Scales of Servents fill'd: 
The Gorgon. Head cut off upon her Breaſt, 
Rolling their Eyes in death her Serpents twiſt. 
Cyclops, lay by unfiniſh'd Works, ke ſaid, 
Arms for a valiant Hero muſt be made; 9. 
Take care, join all your Strength, ule all your Art, 
Hence all delay, nor would he more impart, 
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They by their haſte their quick Obedience ſhow, 

And Gold and Braſs in fiery Torrents flow: 

While glowing Pots the flaming Furnace fill, 495 
Sparkling with melting Bars of murd'ring Steel, 

They forge a maſly Shield, which muſt alone 

Keliſt the Darts by all the Latins thrown, 

They ſeyen ſtrong Bucklers to one Circle bind, 

While panting Bellows breathe diſſolving Wind. geo 
In Troughs of Water melted Braſs is drown'd, 

While weighty Hammers on huge Anvils ſound, 5 
While crooked Tongs th* unwieldy Maſs turn round. 
Their brawny Arms around the Cavern range, 

Strike luſty Blows and ſtill in order change: 505 
© The Cyclops haſte, ſince Vulcan's orders urge 
All hands to work and ply th' /£2/ian Forge. 

The joyful Light ſalutes Evander's Eyes, 

And feather'd Choirs invite the King to riſe. 

He on his Feet two Tuſcan Sandals wore, 510 
And on his Shoulders purple Garments bore 3 

A Lycian Sword he girded to his Side, 
And o'er his Shoulders threw a Panther's Hide, 
Two watchful Dogs theic Maſter's ſteps attend, 

Who went to ſee his Trojan Gueſt and Friend; 515 
To keep his word, and promis' d Succours bring. 
Aneas roſe as ſoon to meet the King. 

Achates with his Friend, young Pallas with his Sire, 
They meet, embrace, then to the Hall retire, 

| ke And 
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And there diſcourſe : Evander thus began. 526 i 

Whilſt Trojans follow ſo renown'd a Man, 1 

T ne*er can think the Trojan Kingdom loft, 1 

To aid ſo great a Name I want an Hoſt. 7 

Here Tyber's Waves my little Kingdom bound, „ 

And Turna“ Arms my narrow Land ſurtound: 323 g 

b pow'rful Nations to your Aid ſhall bring, | th 

And o'er a mighty People make you King.. 

This to your Safety is your only way, 

Your coming's happy, Fate requires your ſway. 

Not far from hence old Azyllina flands 330 

Upon a Rock, where warlike Lydian Bands ; 

Live all around on the Etruſcan Hills, 

Their Name fince Ages, Fame's loud Trumpet fills ; 

Till proud Mezentizs” Reign their Glory ſtain'd, 

And loſt the Honour which his Fathers gain'd. 333 

I need not now repeat each bloody Crime, | 

His cruel Acts; the Gods ſhall find a time 

For Vengeance on the Tyrant and his Race, 

Who dead and living ty'd with Face to Face, 

And Hand in Hand, in dire embraces join'd, 39 

The noiſome ſmell the living Bodies pin'd | 

With lingring Death : the People's Patience tir'd, 

Turn'd into Rage, which all the Nation fir'd.. 

They fall upon the Tyrant, who was ſtill 

New Torments finding out; his Friends they kill, 343; wn 

His Palace fire; he through the Slaughter flies | . 

To Turnu Court, and on his Arms telies. if 
O O 3. Now 
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Now all Etruria filPd with fierce alarms, 

Boldly demands her King by force of Arms. 

Yon all theſe mighty Armies ſhall command, 550 

And they receive you Gen' tal from my hand. 

The Fleet afſerabPd murmurs on our Coaſt, 

And nothing s heard but Battel through the Hoſt; 

An ancient Prieſt their martial Heat reſtrains, 

And thus by Heav'ns Decrees their ſecret Fates ex- 
—_— 555 

Choice Lydian Youth, the Glory of our Name, 

Whom juſt Revenge and juſter Grief inflame, 

Againſt Mezentius and our Latine Foes, 

No Tuſcan Chief can Latian Arms oppoſe ; : 

Expett a foreign Prince. As with a damp, 560 

The ftunn'd Erruſcans keep within their Camp. 

To me Embaſſadors from Tarchen brought 

The Royal Enſigns, and with Pray'rs beſought 

I wou'd the Army head, and take the Crown ; 

But frozen Limbs, through Age now feeble grown, 565 

Vnfir to act cx counſel, (fad decay!) | 

Deny the Honour of th' Imperial Sway. 

Pallas 1 would adviſe to mount the Throne, 

But that he is a Sabine Mothers Son; 

But you, whoſe riper Age and Birth agree 570 

To be the Man whom Heav'n and Fate deeree 

To lead the Trojan and Italian Line, 

L hall my Paop and Hope, my Tallas join. 
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By you inſtructed he ſhall learn to know 

The Art of War, and your admirer grow $75 

From tender Years, and imitate your Worth ; 

With him two hundred of Arcadian birth, 

(Brave Horſemen all) like number for my Son. 

Scarce had Evander ſaid, their Eyes caſt down, 

e/Eneas and his faithful Friend, revolv'd 380 
What might befal to Men, on all reſolv'd. 

But Venus gave a ſignal through the Air, 

Which rais'd their hopes and diſſipate their care; 

A flaſh of Lightning, with a thund'ring ſound 

Inflam'd the Sky, and ſhook the trembling Ground, 5 

Shrill Tyrrhen Trumpets pierc'd the Ethereal round. 

They upwards look'd, again they Thunder hear, 

Again loud Thunder grumbl'd through the Air; 

At laſt through breaking Clouds, their Eyes deſcry 

Bright Armour tinkling in the azure Sky. 

All but ÆAncas the ſtrange ſight athaz'd, 

The promis'd ſound his fainting Courage rais'd. 

He to Evander calls; No more enquire, 

Diſpel the Doubts theſe Prodigies inſpire. 

Heaven calls me forth, behold the welcome ſign 

Foretold by Venus, ſhould my Foes combine: 

d. She promis'd then to bring me heavenly Aid, 
Bright Armour through the Sky, by Vulcan made. 
Waat Slaughter o'er Laurentine Troops impends ? 
Turnus thy Life a cruel Fate attends. 606 
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Nor ſhall the Latin: breach of Treaty boaſt 

When they enconater with the Trojan Hoſt : 

Ev'n now I ſee old Thber's yellow Flood 

Swell'd and diſtain'd with Bodies, Arms and Blood: 
This ſaid, ariſing from his lofty Throne 605 

He ftir'd Aleide? Fires, and then begun 

With Joy the Kites of the preceding Day ; } 

</Eneas and the King to great Alcides ſlay 5 

Two choſen Sheep, then all like Duty pay. 

Then to his Ships he went to ſee his Friends; 610 

Thoſe fit for War he choſe, the reſt he ſends 

© Down with the falling Stream, to tell his Son 

A full account of all that he had done: 

© Horſes are given to mount the Trojan Band, 

A choſen Steed from King Evander's Hand 615 

© The Prince receiv'd, a Lion's Spoils infold 

His brawny Back ſet round with Studs of Gold. 

The quick Report o'er all the City's blown. 

That Horſemen march'd to the Etruſcan Town; 

Matrons their Pray*rs redoubl'd every where, 620 

The fear of War brings War it ſelf more near. 

The good old King embrac'd his parting Friend, 

While Tears of Kindneſs all his words attend. 

Ah! would the Gods, he ſaid, my Days recal, 

©« Such as 1 was before Prenefe's Wall; 625 

© 1 forc'd the foremoſt Squadrons to retire, 

My conqu”ring Arm ſet Hills of Shields a Fire. 

When 
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When Herilus 1 ſent to Floods below, 

On whom three Souls Feronia did beſtow 

At his ſtrange Birth, and thrice ſupply*d with Arms, 630 

Thrice to be kilPd or free from mortal Harms, 

This Hand diſarm'd and kilPd the treble Foe ; 

You ſhould not thus from my Embraces go 

Without your Sire, nor proud Mezentins boaſt, 

Or dare commit ſuch Murders on our Coaſt, 635 

Or by his Crimes whole Cities deſert lay : 

O Gods, great Fove who over all bears ſway, 

A tender Father and a Monarch hear, 

And make my darling Pallas“ Life your care: 

If Fate allow we ever meet again, 640 

I beg to live, P11 ſuffer any Pain, 5 

And all the Toil of feeble Age ſuſtain. 

If cruel Fortune otherwiſe intend, 

Oh may my wretched Life this Minute end ! 

Whilſt Cares are doubtful, more whcertain Hope, 645 

Whilſt thee, my Child, my Love, my Ages prop, 

I thus embrace, e' er fatal Tidings wound 

My tender Ears, Then fell upon the Ground, 

Swooning away with the laſt Words he ſaid; 

Him back his Servants to his Court convey'd. 650 

The Horſemen march, the Gates are open'd wide, 

« neas firſt, Achat es by his ſide; 

* Next other Trojan Captains march along, 

Pallas rides ſhining ' midſt his native Throng, 5 

Whole Robes embroider'd on gilt Armour hung. - 655 
Bright 


424 VIRGTHIL's Book VIII. 


Bright as fair Ver#; Star which brings the Day, 

And roſie Beams darts from the Eaſtern Sea, 

From lofty Walls ſad Mothers Looks purſue, 

The tiſing Duſt and glitt'ring Squadrons view; 

Who through the Briars th' neareſt way find out: 660 

Then they draw up and raiſe a warlike Shout: 

The Vault of Heav'n repeats the joyful Sound, 

Whilſt fiery Courſers beat the tremb'ling Ground. 

A ſpacious Grove near Ceretanss? Flood, 

Religion fam'd of old, whoſe ſhady Wood 665 

Inclos'd the hollow Hills; £:onian Swains, 

The firſt Inhabitants of Latiwn's Plains, 

This Place to God Sylvan ſacred made, 

Planted the Grove and yearly Off *rings paid. 

Nor far from hence the Tyrrhens ſafely lay _ 670 

In their Intrenchments, under Tarchon's ſway : 

Now from a riſing Ground they had in ſight, 

The Camp ftretch'd on the Plain from Left to . 5 

« Thither his warlike Train «/£neas led, 

"M Refreſh'd his Men, and weary'd Horſes fed. 675 
Then Venus gliding through the yielding Air 

Her Preſent brought, and ſaw her Son afar 

Sit by a cryſtal Brook, tetit'd alone 

Untoa fertile Vale: She thus begun. 

I by this Armour what I ſaid fulfil, 630 

The laſt Effort of fiery Vulcan's Skill; 

From hence ne*@ fear bold Turnus in the Fight, 

The Laine Malice or Lawrentin Spight. 
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She then embrac'd the Prince when ſhe had ſaid, 
And by an Oak the ſhining Armonr laid, 685 
Proud of the Honour, with the Preſent pleas'd, 

On which his greedy Eyes with wonder gaz'd ; 

Each part turns round; the Caſque his Eyes admire 
The dreadful Crefts like pointed Flames of Fire: 

* His Hands the deadly Sword and Corflet hold 696 
Of ſanguine Hue, inlaid with burniſh'd Gold. 

As when the radiant Light of Phabu,? Rays, 

Reflected Beams round thickeſt Clouds diſplays ; 

The brazen Cuiſhes damask'd o'er with Gold; 

* Admires the Spear, the Shields myſterious Mould : 695 
The God of Fire well skilPd in things to come, 

Had here engrav'd the future Fates of Rome; 

The glorious Triumphs of Aſcaxiws? Line, 

And future Battelsin their Order ſhine. 

In Marss Cave, with maſſy Verdure dreſs'd, 700 
The Wolf and Royal Twins his Art expreſs'd ; 

Sucking her Teats the Infants fearleſs hung, 

Securely plaid ; ſhe with her fawning Tongue 

Their tender Bodies form'd ; they kifs'd her Breaſt, 
Bending her Neck ſhe one by one careſs'd. 705 
Near ſtately Rome, and Sabine Maids betray'd 

At ſolemn Games, and from the Stage convey'd 

By force unknown before that impious Age; 

Which ſoon the Romans in new Wars engage 

Againſt old Tatiwss and ſtern Cures join'd, 710 
Thea (hews both Kings, in Amity combin'd; 

Off ting 
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Off ' ring a Sow, by Jave's high Altar ſtand, 

Confirm the Peace, a Bowl in eithers Hand, 

The Alban Metius here for breach of Faith, 

By Tullus Order finds a cruel Death: 715 

Four Horſes tore afunder through the Wood, 

And ſtain'd the Buſhes with the Trayror's Blood. 

Targuin exil'd Porſenna with him brings, 

To Force the People to reſtore their Kings: 

He with a mighty Siege the Town ſurrounds 729 

For Freedom Romans ruſh on Death and Wounds. 

With threat'aing Looks there fierce Porſenna ſtood, 

When Cocles broke the Bridge o'er Tyber's Flood, | 

Which Clelia ſwims, when ſhe had broke her Chains. 5 

There Manlius the Fate of Rome ſuſtains, ; 725 

Fove's Temple, and the Capitol maintains. 

There ſtood his heay*nly Palace thatch'd with Straw, 

Who gave the Romans both their Name and Law: 

The ſilvet Gooſe in gilded Gates was here, 

Who by her Cackle ſung the Gauls were near. 730 

The Gauls the Caſtle ſeiz d, and reach'd its Height 

Through Shrubs in Darkneſs, and ſecur'd by Night; 

Their Locks and Beards like gold, Veſts ftrip'd with 
Gold, 

And golden Chains their ſnowy Necks infold : 

Their Right Hand carry'd two long Alpine Spears, 733 

Their Left Hand Shields before their Bodies bears. 

Here were emboſs'd the Sal:ans and their Dance, 

In Caps of Wool Pan's naked Prieſts advance; 

- The 


Book VIII. ZANETS. 427 


The ſacred Shield dropp'd from the Sky was there, 

And Roman Dames in downy Litters bear 7.40 

Their Gods and Relicks round the Streets of Rome, 

Vulcan fat hence engrav'd the Styg/an Gloom, 

With Pluto's Court, the Damn'd, and all their Pains ; 

There on a Rock hung Cataline in Chains, 

Whom dreadful Furies keep in conſtant awe : 745 

Bleſs'd Souls apart, and Cats gives them Law. 

There he enamel'd on the ſhining Gold 

A Proſpect of the Sea, with Strokes ſo bold 

The foaming Billows ſeem'd to touch the Sky, 

In wanton Rings the ſilver Dolphins fly; 750 

Their nimble Tails the ſwelling Surges (weep, 

Their wheeling Bodies cleave the briny Deep. 

There brazen Prows amidſt the Billows ſhine, 

And gild the Waves: Oppos'd in equal Line, 

Two mighty Fleets near Actium's Shore engage, 755 

And Cape Leucate burns with martial R age. 

Young Ceſar there the Roman Navy leads, 

And Gods of Rome, and Roman Senate heads, 

High on his Stern, conſpicuous from afar, 

A lambent Flame darts from his Father's Star 5 760 

And wreaths his Brows ; bleſs'd Omen of the War! 

Atrippa's Squadron Gods and Winds convey, 

To ſhare the Glories of the bloody Day : 

* A nayal Crown his manly Temples bore, 

And blaz'd the Victories he won before. 755 
Vo I. II. p 10 
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To them oppos'd Antonius? Fleet appears, 

From different Conqueſts various Nations bears, 
The Pow'r and Glory of the Eaſtern Kings 

From «Egypt, Baitra, and Arabia brings. 

Next after him, the Stain of all his Life, 

A foreign Queen, his curs'd £1 tian Wife. 
Both Flcets to Battel ruſh, the Sea *twixt both 

By Oars and pointed Prows is turn'd to froth ; 
They ſcour the foaming Main; who ſee the Fray, 
Judge Cyclades afloat upon the Sea, 

Or lofty Monntains lofry Mountains meet, 

To ſee the moving Caſtles of each Fleet: 
Fireballs they throw, Steel pointed Darts let fly, 
* And Nertame's Plains receive a crimfon Dye. 
From neu- ſhed Blood the Queen amidft the Fray 
Sounds a Retreat, after her Countries way. 

She had not ſeen her fatal Snakes behind, 

With all her Gods, Monfters of diff' rent kind; 
Anubis barking, all with dire intent 

*Gainſt Venus, Pallas, Neptune fiercely bent: 
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Mars grav'n in Steel rag'd through the moving Field. 
And Furies through the Air their diſmal Tarniags 


wheel'd. 
Diſcord, the moſt unkind of all the Gods, 
Triumph'd in Robes all torn with bloody Rods. 
Bellona follow'd hurling through rhe Air: 
Al! this Apollo ſaw; his Hands prepare 
Mis Bow, which ſtruck great Cæſar's Foes with fear 
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AE1yptians, Indians, and Sabeans fly, 

No more on Arms, bur oa their Oars rely ; 
The frighted Queen made all the Sail the cou'd, 795 
implor'd the Winds, and with ſtretch'd Tackle r04'd, 

* The fiery God engrav'd her driv'n along 

By Eaſtern Winds, amidſt the dying Throng : 

All pale with Terror of approaching Fate, 

Great Nile new Rivers wept, all griev'd he ſat, too 
His Arms expanded, and his Robes ſpread wide, 

Invite the Vanquiſh'd in his Banks to hide. 

There mighty Ceſar three whole Days repeats, 

Three glozious Triumphs through the Roman Gates ; 
Three hundred Temples to the Gods of Rome 805 
His grateful Vows he pays for times to come; 

The Streets with Games and Acclamations ring. 
Whilſt Choirs of Matrons through the Temples ſing, 

* All Altars flame, before each Altar lies 

© ln its own Gore the bloody Sacrifice : $10 
Auguſtus there in full majeſtick State 

By great Apolio's ſhining Temple ſat : 

His kind Acceptance friendly Preſents grac'd, 

And on high Pillars in due order plac'd: 

In mighty Crowds the couquer'd Nations throng, #ts 
* Whoſe Habits differ as their Arms and Tongue. 
Here Vulcan ſor the lazy Iaurs found place, 

For Myſians, Carians aud the Scythian Race, 

And ſwift Euphrates glides a flower Pace, 
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The Eelzrans and the unconquer'd Danes till now, 820 
The horned Rhine and ſwift Araxes bow, 

Which once the Grecian Conqueror withſtood, 

Now to Aurr/?us* Bridge ſubmit their Flood. 

Ail theſe were Wonders to Aua Eyes 

Which Vulcan wrought, and Venus brought through Skies: 
© The things he knew not, but admires their Grace, 828 
* Puts on the Fates, and Glories of his Race, 
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While FEneas is employed in raiſing Troops with 
Evander, King of the Arcadians and Tuſ- 
cans, Turnus is advertiſed by Iris, from Juno, 
to make an Attempt upon the Intrenchments of 
New-Troy : The Trojans keeping within their 
Works by Aneas's expreſs Command; Turnus 
prepares to burn their Fleet, which was joined 
ro the Fort by a double Retrenchment ; but the 
Ships having been built of ſacred Oak from 
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Mount Ida, they are transformed into Sea 
Nymphs by Cybele, the great Mother of the 
Gods, Night drawing on, Turnus ſurrounds 
the Trojan Camp and Fort with Guards. In 
the mean time the Trojan Commanders being 
very ſollicitous to recal Encas, and conſulting 
amongſt themſelves how they might put their 
Deſign in execution, two noble Youths, Niſus 
and Euryalus, offer themſelves to go volunta- 
rily upon this Occaſion: They are highly prai- 
ed by Aſcanius and the Trojan Commanders, 
by whom they are armed, and kindly diſmiſ- 
fed. They make a great Slaughter in the Ru- 
rulian Camp, but arming themſelves with 
[ome of the Enemies Spoils, as they go on they 
are met by a Party of Latine Horſe, by whom 
they are both killed; their Heads cut off and 
carried into the Italian Camp on two Lances. 
The Heads are known by the Trojans from 
their Works, which occaſions great Grief and 
Trouble in the Trojan Fort and Army, parti- 
cularly to the Mother of Euryalus. Turnus 
in the Morning preſſes the Siege vigorouſly - 
Aſcanjus from the Vall kills Numanus (Bro- 
ther-in-law to Turnus) with an Arrow, while 
he reviled the Trojans. Raiſed by this Succeſs, 
Bitias and Pandarus, two Trojan Brothers of 
mighty Stature, open the Gates and beat off the 
Rutullans who endeavour'd to enter the Fort, 
with a great Slaughter. Turnus hearing the 
Trojans had opened a Gate, runs thither in 
great haſte, aud gets into' the Town with the 
Throng of the Trojans. The Gates are ſhut, T ur- 
nus fights his way bravely through the Town 
10 ihe River Tyber: He is known at laſt, ant 
| ESE force! 
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forced to leap armed into the River, and ſwims 
to his Camp. 


H11srT theſe Aﬀairs in diſtant Coun- 

tries lie 
Juno from Heav'n ſent Iris through the 

Sky 
To daring Turnut, who Devotions paid 
In Groves were ſacred to Pilumnus Shade: 
To him from ruby Lips Thaumantias ſpoke, 5 


What all the Gods your pious Pray'rs invoke 
Durſt ſcarce aſſure your Wiſh, or Hopes inſpire, 
Revolving Time hath granted your Deſire, 
The Trojan King to old Evander's gone, 

And left his Fleet, his Army and his Town ; 10 
Nay, from the fartheſt Tuſcan Bounds his Care 
Hath arm'd the Lydian Clowns and Swains for War, 
Why lingers Turnus? Haſte to ms, to Horſe, 
And in their frighted Camp the Trojans force. 

* This ſaid, on equal Wings ſhe pois'd her Weight, 15 
© And form'd a dazling Rainbow in her Flight. 
The Hero ſaw the Goddeſs as ſhe flew, 

Whom thus with lifted Hands his Pray*rs purſue : / 
Thou Glory of the Sky, what Pow'r divine 

« Hath ſent thee down thro? dusky Clouds to ſhine 2? 20 
The Clouds divide, and pureſt Heav'n appears 
I ſee the Planets in their wand'cing Spheres : 

* Such happy Omens gladly 1 obey, 

Be who it will to Arms that ſhews the way. 
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This ſaid, he waſh'd his Hands in cryſtal Floods, 23 
And pour'd out fervent Pray*rs to all the Gods: 

Till now his Army ſtray'd o'er all the Fields, 

Well Hors'd, well clad, with glitt'ring Arms and Shields. 
Thus Gange Streams their wonted Channel fill, 

Thus Vie, o' erflown, returns more calm and ſtill: 30 
The foremoſt Squadrons brave Meſſapus leads, 

And gallant Turnus the main Battel heads; 

His flaming Creſts above the Troops appear, 

Old Tyr1heus? warlike Sons bring up the Rear. 

The Trojans ſee a Storm of Duſt ariſe, 35 
Which in its tow'ring Motion darkens all the Skies: 
Firſt brave carcus from a Bullwark calls; 

A Cloud of Duſt, my Friends, rolls to the Walls, 

To Arms, to Arms; haſte, run, the Ramparts man, 
The Foe comes on with Shouts. The Trojans ran, 40 
They ſhut the Gates and to their Poſts repair; 

For great «/£neas, moſt expert in War, 

Left order for no chance to ſally out, 

Or in the open Field the Fate of War diſpute ; 

But from within defend the Camp and Wall, 45 
Though Wrath and Honour to the Battel call. 

They barr'd the Gates as he had giv'n Command, 

And on their Guard upon the Ramparts ſtand: 

Brave Turnus, mounted on a Thracian Steed, 

Unlook*d for to the Town directs his ſpeed ; 90 
The Foot out march'd, and twenty Horſe - men led, | 
is glitt'ring Helmet crimſon Plumes o'erſpread : 
Come 


Book IX. ENEB IS. 437 


Come on, brave Youths, he ſaid, if any dare, 

Then threw a Dart the Signal of the War; 

Then bravely ſcowr'd the Plain with Shouts and Cries, 

His Men applaud his Valour to the Skies; 56 

Wond'”ring to ſee the Trojans Courage chill'd, 

And ſhun an equal Combate in the Field, 

Turnus in Rage ſurvey'd the Forts around 

To force a Paſſage, where no Entry's found; 60 

Ev'n thus by Night, expos'd to Wind and Rain, 

A hungry Wolf invades a Fold in vain. 

And grins for Anger, while the tender Lambs 

Securely lie beneath their bleating Dams : 

His yawning Stomach gnaws for want of Food, 65 

He yerns to drench his famiſh'd Jaws in Blood. 

Thus Tarnus view'd the Fort inflam'd with ire, 

Deſpairing Thoughts his raging Paſſion fire, 

How he might make his way by Sap or Mines, 

Or force the wary Trojans from their Lines. 70 

The Trojan Walls their Fleet at Anchor join'd, 

With ſtrong Retrenchments guarded from the Wind. 

To burn the Navy Turnus gave command, 

And ſeiz'd a Pine all flaming in his Hand: 

His Preſence fir'd his Troops to ſhare his Fame, 75 

Each Youth is arm'd with burning Brands and Flame 

Snatch*d from the Fires, prepar'd fat Vapours fly, 

Smoke mix'd with ſparkling Fire invades the Sky, 

Oh ſacred Nine, my doubtful Breaſt inſpire, 

What God then ſav'd the Trojan Ships from Fire? 80 
Fame 
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Fame through long Ages has the Story told, 

That when Ata, built his Fleet of old, 

Near 14's Hill, preparing to be gone, 

The God's great Mother ſpoke to Fove, her Son, 

Since o'er the Heav'us without controul you reign, Cy 

A tender Parent muſt not ſue in vain. 

A piny Foreſt hath for Ages ſtood 

On Ida's top, within whole facred Wood 

I have a Grove, with Pitch and Maples ftor'd, 

A gloomy Shade wherein my Name's ador'd : 90 

Theſe to Aucas freely I reſign'd, 

To build a Fleet, now Cares diſtra& my Mind; 

Remove my Tears, and grant, becauſe I pray, 

Theſe Ships may never foundet in their way, 

Or be by ſtormy Winds o' erſet at Sea. 95 

Your Mother begs this may their ſafety prove, 

They grew in Ida's Hill, the Hill 1 love. 

Her mighty Son, who turns the ſtarry Sky 

Around its Poles, to her gave this reply : 

Why tempt you Fate? or why for Ships demand 100 

Immortal Lot, fince they are made by Hand? 

Or that «Eneas ſhould paſs through ſecure, 

Uncertain Harms? What God can give the Pow'r ? 

* Thns far 1 grant, «/£neas wafted o'er 

And ſafely landed on th' Auſonſan Shore z 105 

© Whatever Ships ſhall ' ſcape the Sea and Storms, 

* By my command, ſhall loſe their mortal Forms: 
Tranl- 
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Transform'd to Nymphs ſhall on the Surges ride, 

Like Nereus Daughrers through the Billows glide, 

This ſaid, he ſeal'd it Fate; th' Almighty ſwore te 
By burning Waves and the ſulphureous Shore 

Of Styx and Phlegethon's infernal Flood, 

Heaven ſhook with awe of his Imperial Nod. 

And now the time, th” appointed Day, was come, 
Decree'd by the three fatal Siſter's Doom; 115 
For Turnus threatnings Obele infpire, 

To ſave the ſacred Pines from raging Fire; 

Then firſt a dazling Brightneſs fcar'd their Eyes, 

A Cloud from Eaſt ſhot flaming through the Skies, 
Which tuneful Choirs from Berecynthus bears, 120 
A dreadful Voice ſhook the reſounding Spheres, c 
Which ſtunn'd both Armies with amazing feats. 

Hold Trojans, hold, bold Trmns: boaſts in vain, 

He can with greater eaſe burn up the Main 

Than fire theſe ſacred Ships; from Mootings free, 125 
Go (Cybele commands) to Nymphs transform*'d by me; 
The Ships their Haulſers broke and quit the Shore, 
And dive like Dolphins where they rode before. 
Amazing fight ! 

* So many beauteous Nymphs the Billows ſweep, 130 
As ſail'd before tall Veſſels on the Deep. 

The Latms ſtart, and bold Mcſſapus* Horſe, 

Old Tyber roars, and backward turns his Courſe, 
Turnus alone nadaunted Courage bears, 

Inſpires new Valoar, checks his Soldiers tears. 135 
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Theſe Signs againſt our Foes direct their aim, 
Nor dare their Ships reſiſts our Darts and Flame; 
Great Fove their truſt removes, they loſe the Main 
And half the Globe; their hopes of Flight are vain. 
The Land is ours, Italian Troops abound, 149 
Nor Fate nor Prodigies my Soul confound ; 
Or if the Trojans any Omens boaſt, 
Venus had done her part, they reach our Coaſt. 
Fate now declares for me, and bids deſtroy 
That wicked Race who would my Bride enjoy : 145 
Shall ſuch Affronts the Grecians arm alone ? 
Am I leſs ſenſible than Aren, Son? 
Once ruin'd for a Woman ſhould ſuffice ; 
For one the Trojans ſhould the Sex deſpiſe. 
Fenc'd with this narrow Trench they prouder grow, 150 
This may retard, but cannot ward the Blow, 
Have they forgot, that Flames in Aſhes laid 
The Trojan Walls, which Neptune's Hands had made? 
Now, brave Companions, which of you prepare 
With me, to force their Lines ? Who boldly dare 155 
Invade their frighted Camp ? For ſuch Alarms 
I want no Grecian Fleet or Vulcan's Arms; ] 
Let all Etruria with the Trojans join, 1 
They need not fear I wou'd their Gods purloin, ; 
Killing the Guards by Night with ſecret force : 160 L 
Nor ſhall we lurk within a wooden Horſe ; 1 
1 ſhall by Day with Fire and Sword ſurround N 
Tke Fort, and raſe theit Ramparts to the Ground. 
They 
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They ſhall not find us Grecians who invade, 

Whom Hector's Valour for ten Years delay'd; 165 
But now the Sun's Declenſion in the Weſt, 

Give we, as fit remains of day, to reſt; 

To end with joy what is ſo well begun, 

Expect the Signal with the riſing Sun. 

And now the Charge on brave Meſſapus falls, 170 
With raging Flames, quite to ſurreund the Walls: 
Fourteen Rutulian Captains they elect, 

Who by their turns relieve, the Guard direct: 

Each leads a hundred noble Youths, all clad 

In Crimſon Cloth, their Arms with Gold were made. 175 
By turns they watch, by turns fit on the Ground, 
While all the Night the jovial Bowl goes round. 

From their high Tow*rs the Trojans view the Scene, 3 
All Warlike Weapons they provide within, 0 
And many Darts and Spears and Jav'lins bring; 180 
Bridges to Bridges join, and Tow'r to Tow'r, 

And with more cautious Fear the Gates ſecure. 

Bold Mueſtheus here and ſtout Sereſtus ſtand, 

To whom </Eneas gave the chief Command: 

If any ſudden Accident .befall, FS, 185 
During his abſence, they ſhould govern all. 

The Trojans on the Walls, the ſame Lot ſhare, 

By turns relieve, and guard with equal Cate. 

The warlike Ni/#s kept the City Gate, 

He that was on nes ſeat to wait, | . 190 
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And with ſuch mighty Skill and wondrous Art 
Cou'd point his Arrows, and his Jav'lin dart. 
With him Euryalus his Companion ſtood, 
None more expert in Arms *mong all the Trojan Blood, 
The Down upon his Chin. did ſcarce appear, I95 
Their Friendſh:p was the ſame iu Peace and War ; 
Both equally deſir'd, what they both met, 
For now ia the ſame Station both were ſet 
When Niſ#s ſaid, Or do the Gods inſpire 
Our Souls, Euryalus, with warlike Fire:? 208 
Or is that God ouly our own deſire | 
That ſpurs me on? t engage I am inclin'd, 
And reſt's ungrateful to my active mind. 
You fee what Guard the looſe Rut uliaus keep, 
Few Fires appear, they're all now. drown'd in Sleep 20g 
And Wine; and all things huſh'd and ſilent are. 
What. can we doubt? but my Reſolves firſt hear. 
e/Enea,* abſence all the People mourn, 
But wou'd rejoice to ſee his ſafe return; 
Fame's ail I would for my reward obtain, 210 
The only Benefit that 1 would gain. 
Beneath yon Hill a Paſſage I've deſcry*d, 
That will me ſately to Puilantizvm guide. 
His Friend, in whom Honour. and Fame prevail, 
With ſtrict Attention, liſten'd to his Tale; 215 
Then made this Anſwer to his zealous Friend: 
Nijſus, am 1 unworthy to attend? 

| Think'ft 
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Think'ſt thou, I would permit thee to go there 

Alone, and 1 not equal Danger ſhare ? 

My Father neer bred me up ſo to Arms, 220 
In Trey's dire Siege, and Grecians falſe Alarms; 

Nor are my youthful Years unworthy you, 

Or the Heroick Captain we purſue. 

I have a Soul that values Life no more 

Than what its purchaſe is in Fame and Honour's Score. 
Niſus reply*d, I cannot think amiſs 226 
Of you, but tell you; My Opinion is, 

There's too much Danger for my Friend to go ; 

Stay here, and Fove ſhall fayour what 1 do: 

But if by Chance, or advetſe Fate I fall, 230 
For Accidents are liable to all, 

I only wiſh thou might'ſt thy Friend ſurvive, 

Tis pity but thy Youth ſhould longer live; 

Then if I'm made a Pris*ner by the Foe, 

Thou might'ſt my Ranſom pay, or Funeral Rites be- 

ſtow z | 235 

Or if hard Fate my Body keeps from Home, 

Supply its abſence with a grateful Tomb. 

Ne'er let me be the Cauſe of ſo much Woe, 

Such Grief, as will thy Mother then purſue, 

Who did thy tender Sire at once forſake, 240 
Her Father's Houſe, and Countrey, for thy ſake ! 
Eurpalus then anſwer'd thus, and ſaid, 

I'm fix*d; In yain you offer to perſuade, 
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And others in their Stations left to ward, 
While to the Royal Tent they both repair'd. 


Book IX; 
Let us make haſte: With that he chang'd the Guard, 5 


*Twas now when all things reft, at dead of Night, 


And Toils and Care to gentle Sleep invite, 
The Trojan Chiefs in arduous Council met, 
Conſult about the Bug neſs of the State; 
What they ſhou'd do! Whom to </Enea:s ſend? 


250 


All bear their Shields, and to their Arms they ſtand. 


Then the two faithful Friends admittance crave 
Upon the urgent Bug neſs which they have. 
Straight on the Meſſage, they're conducted in, 
»Aſcanias then bids Niſus firſt begin. 

Which thus he did : 

Te Trojan Chiefs, hear with inclining Ears, 
Nor judge of what we offer by our Years. 
Nutulians ſleep ſecurely, drench'd in Wine, 

And we have mark'd the Place for our Deſign 
Near the Town Gate, adjoining to the Shore, 
We can the Paſſage eaſily explore. 

The Fire decays, and thick Clouds riſe between 
Their Camp and us, now we may paſs unſeen ; 
If Fortune fayour what we are about, 

We fear not but to find Æucas out, 

And bring him from Pallantium back again, 
Laden with Spoils of rich Rutulians Alain : 

Nor can we err, hunting ſo oft that way, 
That *twixt the River and the City lay. 
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The old Alethes in Experience wiſe, 

Pauſing a while, at laſt he thus replies : 

© The Trojan Gods I find, in whom we place 
* Our Confidence, will ſaye this wretched Race, 275 
Since ſo mnch Brayery our Youth inſpires, 

Their Breaſts with noble Ardour burn, and warlike Fires, 
With this he hugg'd them in his Arms for Joy, 

While flowing Tears the want of Words ſupply ; 

Ye noble Youths, what Gifts can we beſtow, 280 
What Recompenſe can equal what you do? 

The Gods will make your Fame and Virtue live, 
The reſt our pious General will give: 

Nor will Aſcanius e' er unmindful be 

Of ſo much Merit, and ſuch Gallantry. 285 
Then ſpake Aſcanius; By the Deities, 

My welfare in my Father's Safety lies; 

Let all our Countrey and our Hauſhold Gods, 
Let ſacred Veſta's Fane and dark Abodes, 
Witneſs for me, my All on you depends ; 290 
I place my Faith in two ſuch truſty Friends. 
Reſtore my Parent to theſe longing Eyes, 

At his Return no Sorrow ſhall ariſe. 

Theſe ſilver Bowls wrought with nice Art I give, 
My Father at Arisba did receive; 295 
Two Tripods, and two Talents of fine Gold, 
Fair Dide's Gift, a Cup of antique Mould. 

But if in hah we a Conqueſt gain, 

And goyera there, great Spoils we ſhall obtain; 

42 You've 
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You've ſeen proud Turnus Horſe and Armour ſhine, 300 
When thoſe are ſhar'd, that Prize is only thine: 

With theſe twelve captive Knights and Damſels, all 
Complete in Arms ſhall to thy Portion fall ; 

To theſe a fruitful Field thy Toils ſhall bleſs, 

Choice of the Lands the Latian Kings poſſeſs. 5 
But thou, dear Youth, nearer to me ally'd 

In Years, no Love or Fortune ſhall divide ; 

Come to my Arms, and take Poſſeſſion here, 
Companion of my Glory both in Peace and War. 
Then thus Eur;4'vs in anſwer ſaid; 310 
What ever Fate I meet with, good or bad, 

No Day ſhall find m' ungrateful, falſe or vain, 

But this before all Grants 1 hope to gain. 

I have a Mother, by long Travels ſpent, 

Of Priam's ancient Race her great Deſcent, 315 
So doating of her Son, our Fate ſhe took, 

And Troy and Sicily unmourn'd forſook. 

Now lhe is ignorant of what 1 do, 

What Perils and what Dangers undergo ? 

This Night, and your Right Hand the Witneſs are; 320, 
My Duty to my Paſſion I prefer, 

My Mother's ſoft'ning Tears I cannot bear: 

No leave 1 take, but truſt her to your care; 

Aid her in want, ſupport her when diſtre(s'd, 

This *again{the fatal'ſt Stroke will arm my Breaſt. 3259 
At this the Tr2jans ſtruck with Senſe of Grief, 

Tour'd down whole Show's of Tears fox their Relief. 
A, cantus 
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Aſcanius more in great abundance flow'd,. 
And all the Marks of tender Paſſion ſhow'd. 
The Father's Image in Aſcanins ſhone, 
When in theſe words reply'd the pious Son: 
1 grant thee all things worthy thy Deſign, 
And ſhe that is thy Mother ſhall be mine ; 


The Name VIl only change, the reſt ſhall be 
335 
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Reſerv'd, as worthy her producing Thee, 
Whate'er the Chance or dire Event ſhall be. 

By this my Head, my Father's Oath, I ſwear, 
Whate'er we gain thy Family ſhall ſhare. 

Then weeping, when he ſpoke that tender Word, 
He made a Preſent of his gilded Sword, 

Which with nice Art was by Lycaon made, 

* An iv'ry Scabbard ſheath'd the ſhining Blade. 
Mueſtheus to Niſus gave a Lion's Hide, 

And old Alethes chang'd his Armgur often try'd. 
Thus arm'd they march; the Trojans at the Gate, 
Both old and young, with hearty Prayers wait 
To wiſh them well. Aſcanius*bove the reſt, 
Beyond his Years, a manly Care expreſs'd, 
Many Commands he to his Father ſent, 

Which were all loſt in Air, in Vapours ſpent. 35S 
They paſs the Trenches in the gloomy Shade, 

And reach the Camp where the proud Foes were laid, 
Who ſuffer'd greatly e'er themſelves were kill'd, 

Lying coutus'dly on the grafly Field. 
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All drunk with Wine, and ſnoring on the Ground, 355 
Their Chariots caſt upon the Shore they found, 

*Midſt Arms, and Wheels, and Reins the Soldiers lie 
Rouling in Wine, the empty Goblets by. 

Niſus obſerving this his Friend did ſhow, 


And ſaid, ſee Conqueſt here without a Blow, 360 


This is the way, the bleſt Occaſion calls, 

Do you obſerve none on our Rear Guard falls, 

I'll go before and cut my Paſſage through, 

While you ſecurely may deſtroy the Foe. 

This ſaid, with ſilent Steps he took his way 365 
Directly to the Tent where Mamnes lay, 

Sleeping in State upon his Tap'ſtry Bed, 

A King himſelf, and Prophet by King Turnus fed: 

Yet by his Propheſies cou'd not foretel 

is deſtin'd Fate, which afterwards befel. 370 
Three of his proud Retinue firſt he kills, 

The Blood of 's Armour-bearer next he ſpills ; 5 
From's Charioteer betwixt his Horſe and Wheels, 

Cuts off the pendant Head with his dire Sword, 

Which next beheads in courſe the lleeping Lord; 375 
The purple Gore ſtreaming from out the Wound 

Fiiſt tains the Bed, and then beſmears the Ground. 
Then Lamyrus with Lamus, and the young 

Serranus, who with Gaming did prolong 


« The beauteous Youth, and dream'd of lucky Play, 


More lucky had it been protracted to the Day. 
* 


The Night, oppreſs'd with Wine and Slumber lay 380 5 
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« The famiſh'd Lion thus with Hunger bold, 
Ober leaps the Fences of the nightly Fold; 
© The peaceful Flock devours, and tears, anddraws, 385 
« Wrapp'dup in ſilent Fears they lye, and pant beneath 
his Paws. 

« Nor with leſs Rage Euryalus employs 
«© The vengeful Sword, nor fewer Foes deſtroys ; 
* But on th' ignoble Crowd his Fury flew, 
© Which Fadus, Hebeſus, and Rhetus flew, 390 
With Abaris in Sleep the reſt did fall: 
© But Nu waking, and obſerving all, 
© Behind a mighty Jar he flunk for fear, 
© The ſharp edg'd Iron found, and reach'd him there; 
© Full as he roſe he plung' d it in his ſide, 395 
* The cruel Sword return'd in Crimſon dy'd; 
The Wound a blended Stream of Wine and Blood 
© Pours out, the purple Soul comes floating in the Flood, 
Now where Meſſapss quarter'd they arrive; 
% The Fires were fainting there, and juſt alive. 400 
* The warlike Horſes ty'd, in order fed, 
*« Niſu: the Diſcipline obſery*d, and ſaid, 
* Our Eagerneſs of Blood may both betray, 
* Behold the doubtful glimm'ring of the Day; 
* Foe to theſe nightly Thefts, no more my Friend, 40g 
Here let our glutted Execution end. 
A Lane through ſlaughter'd Bodies we have made, 
The bold Euryalus (though loath) obey'd. 
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Rich Arms and Arras which they ſcatter'd find, 

And Plate, a precious Load, they leave behind; 41 
* Yet fond of gawdy Spoils the Boy would ſtay, 

« To make the proud Capariſons his Prey, 

Which deck'd a neighb'ring Steed. 

Nor did his Eyes'leſs-longingly behold, 

A Girdle ſtudded o'er with Nails of Gold 41s 
Which Rhamnes wore: This Preſent long ago 

On Remulus did Cadicus beſtow, 

* And abſent join'd in hoſpitable Ties, 

* He dying, to his Heir bequeath'd the Prize; 

e Till by the conqu' ring Retuli oppreſs'd 429 
He fell, and they the glorious Gift poſleſs'd. 

The gaudy Spoils Euryalus now bears, 

And vainly on his brawny Shoulders wears; 

Meſſapus Helm he found amongſt the Dead, 


Garniſh'd with Plumes and fitted to his Head, 433 | 
They leave the Camp, and take the ſafeſt Road; 
Mean time a Squadron of their Foes abroad, 
Three hundred Horſe with Bucklers arm'd they ſpy'd, : 
Whom Volſcens by the King's Command did guide. ] 
To Turnus theſe were from the City ſeat, 430 © © 
And to perform their Meſſage ſought his Tent ; 2 
Approaching near their outmoſt Lines they draw, ” 
When bending t'ward the Left their Captain ſaw | « 


© His glitt'ring Helm Euryalus betray*d, 
On which the Moon with full Reflection play'd : 
« T 


The faithful Pair, for through the doubtful Shade T 
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« *Tis not for nought, cry*d Volſcens from the Crowd, 

« Theſe Men go there, then rais'd his Voice aloud. 

* Stand, ſtand, why thus in Arms, and whither bent? 
« From whence, to whom, and on what Errand ſent ? 
silent they make away, and bend their Flight 441 
ro neighb*ring Woods, and truſt themſelves to Night; 
The ſpeedy Horſemen ſpur the Steeds, to get 

Twixt them and Home, and ev'ry Path beſet, 

And all the Windings of the well-known Wood; 445 
Black was the Brake, and thick with Oak it ſtood, 
With Fern all horrid, and perplexing Thorn, 

© Where Tracts of Bears had ſcarce a Paſſage worn: 

* The Darkneſs of theſe Shades, his heavy Prey, 
And Fear, miſled the Younger from his way 430 
But Niſus hit the Turns with happier haſte, 

Who now unknowing had the Danger paſs'd: 

% And Alban Lakes, from Alla's Name ſo call'd, 
Where King Latinus then his Oxen ſtall'd. 

© Till turning at the length he ſtood his Ground, 455 
And vainly caſt his longing Eyes around 

For his loſt Friend, | 

„ Ah Wretch ! he cry'd, where have I left behind? 

* Where ſhall IT hope th* unhappy Yourh to find? 

Or what way take? Again he ventures back, 460 
And treads the Mazes of his former Track 

Through the wild Wood; at laſt he hears the Noiſe 
Of tramp'ling Horſes, and the Rider's Voice: 


© The 
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« The Sound approach'd, and ſuddenly he view'd 

« His Foes encloſing, and his Friend purſu'd, 465 
« Forelaid, and taken, while he ſtrove in vain 

«© The Cov'ring of the neighb' ring Wood to gain. 

« What ſhould he then attempt? What Arms employ 

cc With fruitleſs Force to free the Captive Boy? 

Or tempt unequal Numbers with the Sword, 470 
Anddieby him, whom living he ador'd ? 

KReſolv'd on Death his dreadful Spear he ſhook, 

« And caſting to the Moon a mournful Look. 

Fair Queen, ſaid he, who do'ſt in Woods delight 
Grace of the Stars, and Goddeſs of the Night, 5 475 
« Be preſent, and direct my Dart aright. 

* If &er my pious Father, for my ſake, 

« Did on thy Altars grateful Off rings make; 

© OrIlencreas'd them with ſucceſsful Toils, 

« And hung thy ſacred Roof with ſavage Spoils: 480 
Through thy brown Shadows guide my flying Spear 
To reach this Troop ; then poiſing from his Ear, 

The quiv'ring Weapon with full force he threw, 
Through the divided Shades the deadly Jay'lin flew. 
O'er Sulmo's Back it ſplits, the double Dart 485 
Drove deeper onward, and transfix'd his Heart, 

« He ſtaggers round, his Eye-balls roll in Death, 
* And with ſhort Sobs he gaſps away his Breath. 
© All ſtand amaz'd, a ſecond Jay'lin flies 
From his ſtzetch'd Arm, and hiſſes through the Skies 3490 
The 
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© The Lance through Tagus? Temples forc'd its way, 
« And in his Brain-pan warmly buried lay. 
e Fierce Volſcens foams with Rage, and gazing round 
© Deſcry'd no Author of the fatal Wound, 
© Nor where to fix Revenge. But thou, he cries, © 4gs 
e Shalt pay for both; and at the Priſoner flies 
* With his drawn Sword; then ſtruck with deep Deſpair, 
<« The fatal Sight the Lover could not bear, 
% But from his Coyett ruſh'd in open View, 
« Andſent his Voice before him as he flew ; . "560 
Me, me, employ your Sword on me alone; 
The Crime's confeſs'd, the Fact was all my own: 
He neither could, nor durſt the guiltleſs Youth : 
Ye Moon and Stars, bear witneſs to the Truth; 
© His only Fault, if that be to offend, SUS: 505 
Was too much loving his unhappy FIN ; 
Too late, alas ! he ſpoke. * 
The Sword, which unrelenting Fury guides, 
Driv'n with full force, had pierc'd his tender Sides. 
** Downfell the beauteous Youth, the gaping Wound 5 ro - 
Guſh' d out a crimſon Stream, and ſtain'd the Ground; 
His nodding Head reclines on his white Breaſt, 
Like a fair Flow'r in furrow'd Fields oppreſs'd 
© By the keen Share; or Poppy on the Plain, 7 
« Whoſe heavy Head is over-charg'd with Rain. 515 
* Diſdain, Deſpair, and deadly Vengeance vow'd, 
** Drove Niſus headlong on the hoſtile Crowd: 
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c Volſcens he ſeeks, at him alone he bends, ; 
Born back, and puſh'd by his ſurrounding Friends: 
He ſtill preſs'd on, and kept him till in Sight, 320 
* Then whirl'd aloft his Sword with all his Might; 

* Th*unerting Weapon flew, and wing'd with Death, 
Enter'd his gaping Mouth and ſtopp'd his Breath. 

“ Dying he flew, and ſtaggering on the Plain, 

© Sought for the Body of his Lover ſlain ; $25 
Then quietly on his dear Breaſt he fell, 
e Content in Death to be reveng d ſo well. 

* O happy Pair, for if my Verſe can give 

© Eternity, your Fame ſhall ever live, 

« Fix*d as the Capitol's Foundation lies, 53% 
And ſpread where*er the Roman Eagle flies. 

* Theconqu'ring Rautwh divide the Prey, 

© Then Volſcens Body to the Camp convey, 

Where Rhamnes? Death the Troops with Sorrow fil bd, 
So many Princes at one Slaughter kill'd : 535 
They Numa and Serranus lifeleſs found, 

< The Dead and Dying mournful Crowds ſurround, 
Warm Blood and Gore o'crfiow'd the trampl'd 

Ground. 
All know the Trappings and the gam dy Spoil, 
Meſſapu“ Helm, regain'd with Blood and Toil. $40 
Avrora leaving Titben's ſaffron Bed 

with dawning Light had all the World o*crſpread, 
The Sun's Return reftores all things to fight ; 

rums in Arms excites his Men to fight: 

His 
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His Captains for th” Aſſault their Troops prepare, 345 
Their late Mis fortune prompts them to the War: 
Kuryalus and Niſus” Heads are born, 5 


Which two ſtrong Lances diſmally adorn, 


Follow'd with Shouts of Triumph and of Scorn. 

The Trojans boldly to the Left extend $59 

Their Front, their Right old Tyber*s Streams defend; 

They guard the Ramparts and with Sorrow view 

The bloody Heads, which, ah! too well they knew: 

Now through the frighted Town Fame ſwiftly bears 

FThe diſmal News to the ſad Mother's Ears, $5S 

Of poor Exryalws, Benumb'd with Grief and Cold, 

Her Hands her Loom foregoe, embroider'd Works un- 
fold : 

Delug' d in Tears, ſhe to the Rampart flies, 

And wailing, rends the Air with Shrieks and Cries ; 

Tearing her Hair, throngh Squadrons runs in haſte, 560 

Nor Men regards, nor Dangers as ſhe paſt; 

She fill'd the Sky with loud Complaints, and ſaid, 

Thus 1 behold my Son, thus ſee his Head ; 

* *Tis thus my poor Euryalus appears, 

* My Hope and Stay in my declining Years. 565 

Inhuman, could you leave me thus alone? 

Ah! why was I deny'd to ſee my parting Son? 

Sent forth to Danger, now in foreign Clay 

He lies to Latian Dogs and Fouls a Prey: 

How can I now perform with mournful Sounds 570 

Your fun'ral Rites, or bath your gaping Wounds ? 
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Or cloſe your Eyes, or on your Body ſpread 

The Robe, which I with ſo much Pains have made 

My daily Task, which Cares of Age allay'd. 

Where ſhall I find you? where's the fatzl Ground 375 
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suſtains your Trunk, ſtain'd by your bleeding Wound? 
Now nothing of my Son remains but thefe, 


— — 
. —— — 


For this I travell'd, croſs'd the raging Seas: 
If any Pity touch Natalian Hearts, 
At me direct, at me throw all your Darts. $80 
Great Fove, if all ways fail to end my Woe, 
With Thunder ſtrike me down to Shades below. 
« Her Tears and Groans wound the ſad Trojan's Ears, 
* Un-man their Spirits and increaſe their Fears : 
Then Actor and 14:45 while ſhe fir'd 585 
The Soldiers Grief, by Ilioneus infpir'd, | 
And ſad Iulus“ Tears, ſnatch her away, 
And by her Arms into her Houſe convey. 

Braſs Trumpets ſound the Charge, Shouts heard from 

far, 

Like Thunder echo'd to the trembling Air; 590 
The Vol/ci run and join their Shields at once 
To guard their Heads, and form a moving Sconce ; 
© They fill the Ditches, and the Works pull down, 
some try to enter, ſome to ſcale the Town 
Where feweſt Men defend; the Trsjans throw 
All kind of Weapons to repel the Foe: 
Their Entrance with long pointed Poles debar, 
Well us'dto this in the long ten Years War; 
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Great Stones they roll to break the cover'd Foe, 
Who thought their Fence ſecure *gainſt any Blow 3 600 
Yet proves too weak when they come to the Shock, 
The Trojans tumbl'd down a mighty Rock, 
Which breaks the Shields and ſtrikes the Volſci dead; 
Who try no more to fight beneath a Shade, 
But from their Works repel the Trojan Foe 6og 
With Darts and Jay'lins they at diſtance throw. 
« Elſewhere Aſexentius terrible to view 
* A blazing Pine within the Ramparts threw : 
The Out-works gain'd, Aſeſſapus reach'd the Walls, 
And to his Men for ſcaling Ladders calls. 610 
Callope , O ſacred Mules, fire, 
My lab'ring Breaſt, my Numbers ſwell, inſpire, 
That I may ſing the Slaughter Turnus made, 
What Souls each Man ſent to the Singian Shade; 
Deſcribe with me the warlike Deeds, each Blow: 675 
For you can tell what Pow'rs Immortal know. 
A Tow'r well plac'd which filPd Beholdets Sight, 
With Beams erected to a wond'rous height, 
By manly Force th' Italians ſttive to gain; 
This with like Valour Trojan Youths maintain, 620 
By rolling Stones down on the daring Foe, 
And from the Crannies Show'rs of Jav'lins throw: 
Turnus a Fire- ball flung of Sulphur mix'd 
With burning Pit ch, and on the outſide fix'd : 


The Wind augments the Flame, which quickly flies $25 


Through ſeaſon'd Timber tow'ring to the Skies. 
RT The 
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The Men within to ſhun the Harm retire, 
And ran in vain where it was free from Fire 
Amaz'd they crow'd, in the diſorder'd Fright 


— 


Down falls the Tow'r, charg'd with unequal Weight, 630 


* The mighty Flaw makes Heav'n it ſelf reſound, 

The dying Trojans tumbling to the Ground; 

Who under ſmoaking Ruins bury'd lie 

By their own, Darts, or pointed Splinters die. 

Of all th* unhappy Number only two, C35 
* Young Lycus and Helcnor ' (cape the Blow: 

Helenor eldeſt, ſecret was his Birth, 

ASlave to Lydia's Monarch brought him forth, 

And ſent in Arms to the long Trojan War, 

A Privilege the Erce-born only ſhare. 640 
« His Arms were ſlight ; a. Sword and ſilver Shield; 

«+ No Marks of Honour charg'd its empty Field, 

When he himſelf midſt Turnus Troops eſpy'd, 

With Latine Foes enclos'd on ey*ry ſide; 

As when a Stag at bay, whom Crowds ſurround 645 
Of eager Huntſmen, bravely ſtands his Ground, 
Reſolv'd to die; their Jav'lins fiercely dares, 

And bounds aloft on threat'ning Darts and Spears, 
Thus ruſh'd the dying Youth againſt the Foes, 

And where they thickeſt Rand undaunted goes. 650 
* Lycus more ſwift, of Foot ſprung to the Wall | 
Through Arms and armed Men, through Pikes andall, 
Striving to mount the Battlements to find. 

Th extended Hand of ſome aſſiſting Friend: 


1 Bold 
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Bold Turnus with a Spear purſu'd him faſt, 655 
And thus upbraids : Fool, dare you hope by haſte 
ro ſcape our Hands? Then as he graſp'd a Stone, 
He pull'd the Youth and it together down, 
The Bird of Fove thus truſſes through the Air, 
A ſilver Swan; thus bears a timorous Hare; 660 
A Wolf thus ſnatches from the Fold a Lamb, 
« Sadly lamented by the bleating Dam. 
The Rutuli the Ditches fill and cry, 
Then ſtorm, while Fire-brands thro? the Buildings fly, 
« 7lioneus, as bold Lucetius Came 
Up to the Gate in Arms with Fire and Flame, 
O'erthrew him with a Rock torn from a Hill: 


* Two more young Liger and Ahlas kill; 5 


665 


One Jav'lins threw, one drew the Bow with skill. 
Chorinaus and Emadthion === === 


670 
The Trojan Caneus brave Ortygius flew; 

But Turnus Arms the Conqu'ror overthrew. 

Dioxippus, Promulus, and Itys fall, 

With Sagaris and Ida on the Wall. 

Capys Privernus kill'd, Themilla's Dart 675 


Had ſlightly hurt before: To eaſe his Smart 

Inrag'd with heat of Action, on the Wound 

He clap'd his Hand, his Shield threw to the Ground: 

A feather'd Arrow, hiſſing from the Bow, 

His Hand tack'd to his Side, and piercing through 680 
The ſecret Cells of Life made way for Death, 

And let in A which ſtop'd his vital Breath. 
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In ſhining Armour ſtood old Arcen, Son, 
His coſtly Veſt with Spaniſb Purple ſhone, 
The Pride of Nature blooming in his Look, 625 
Brought up in Mars's Grove near the Simethian Brook, 
© Where mild Palicus loaded Altars flame, 
© His Father ſent him thence to purchaſe Fame. 
Mezentins (natch'd a Sling, his Arms laid by, 
Thrice whirl'd it round his Head, and then let fly; 690 
The melting Lead through both his Temples flew, 
And on the Sand the loyely Youth o'erthrew. 

Till then in Woods Julus chac'd his Prey, 
Nor us'd his Bow in War before that Day, 
Which put an end to brave Numanus Life, 695 
* Who Turnus younger Siſter took to Wife, 
Not long before in Arms he vaunting ſtood 
Heading his Troops, of his Alliance proud; 
Reviles the Trojans, and extends his Voice, 
Raiſing loud Clamoum with inſulting Noiſe : 700 
& Twice conquer d Phrygians, are you ſhameleſs grown? 
© To be again ſhut up within a Town, 
And lurk behind your Walls ſecure from Harms; 
Thus you make Love in War, and-court in Arms. 
What God or Follies drives you on the Coaſt 7056 
Of Italy ? Here's no Atride? Hoſt, 
Nor ſmooth Viyffs with his fawning Tongue, 
But hardy Mations, reſolute and ftrong : 
We Infants from the Womb in Rivers caſt, 


Inute to cold, and hard n with Winter's blaſt ; 710 
Our 
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Our Boys, to hunting bred, the Foreſts range, 
Break Horſe in play, or draw ſtrong Bows for change; 
Our ſparing Youth enduring Want and Toil, 
With Harrow's Teeth ſubdue the ſtubborn Soil, 0 
And with their Arms they conquer'd Cities ſpoil. 9 r, 
No Age is free from Childhood to the Grave, 
We live in I''n, no Man's to Eaſe a Slave, 
* We plough in Arms, our tardy Bullocks feel 
© Inſtead of Goads, ſharp Spears aud pointed Steel. 
No Years allay the Courage of our Souls, 720 
No Time the Vigour of our Minds controuls : 
Shaded with Steel our Hairs turn Siver Grey, 
« We live by Plunder and delight in Prey: 
0 Your Veſts embroider'd with rich Purple ſhine, 
* InSloth you glory and in Dances join, 725 
Your Coats have Sleeves, Wreaths round your 
Turbants twine. * 
* True Phrygians go to Dindymus again, 
softer than Women in the Form of Men. 
Great Oele, whoſe Flutes and Conſorts fill 
The Air, invites to Berecynthus? Hill, | 730 
With Notes well known in Iada's ſacred Shade, 
Leave War to thoſe who nnderſtand the Trade. 
so foul Reproach Aſcanius could not bear, 

But aims a Shaft agaiuſt the Slanderer ; | 
Turning, with both his Hands he drew the Bow 735 
And to th' Thund'rer thus addreſs'd his Vow, 

© Great 
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* Great Joue, let this my firſt Attempt ſucceed, 
My early Gifts hall in thy Temple bleed; 
A ſnow-white Steer V11 by thy Altars place, 
Whom gilded Horns and painted Trappings grace, 746 
Whom, like his Dam, a lofty Head adorns, 
Spurning the Sand, and goring with his Horns : 
Fove heard, and on his Left, where Heay'n was clear 
He thundet'd; and the deadly Bow ſounds through the 
Air, 
The Arrow parts, with dreadful hiſſing flew, 745- 
And pierc'd Numanus Temples through and through. 
Go tell the Latins, you who Virtue ſcorn, 
* Twice conquer'd Phrygians ſend them this return. 
Aſcanius (aid ; for Joy the Trojans ſhout, 
Their Hopes riſe high, theix Focs they jeer and flout. 750 
«Apollo in full Glory now beheld 
The Town beſieg'd, and Armies in the Field, 
And to the Victor ſaid. 
In Virtue grow, let every Day bring forth 
Some new Example of your ſpringing Worth: 755 
This is the way to Heav'n, from Gods you come, 
As from your Loins ſhall ſpring the Gods of Rome : 
The Wars the Jarring Fates ſhall raiſe muſt ceaſe 
Under the Reign of great Iulus“ Race. 
New Troy wants room to comprehend your Fame, 760 
The conquer'd Globe ſhall ring your mighty Name. 
Thus ſaid, Apollo glides through yielding Skies, 
The ambient Air dividing as he flies, 


And 
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And to Aſcenins went; Apollo took 

* Upon himſelf old Bute Form and Look. 
Butes, of old, Anchiſe“ Armour bore, 

And kept a watchful Guard upon his Door. 
e/Eneas recommended to his Care, 

To teach his Son the noble Art of War. 
Like the old Man in all his Silver Hairs, 
His Voice, his Mien, his Arms, Apollo bears, 
Spoke to Iulus eager with Succeſs, 

Enough, brave Youth, Aſcanius, Arms redreſs, 

Thou, Honour of thy Race, let it ſuffice, 

KilPd by thy Shaft, the brave Numans; lies. 775 
Apollo gives this Praiſe, your Valour's due, 5 


The firſt of all, not takes it ill that you 

Equal the Glory of his conqu' ting Bow: 

Attempt no more. This ſaid, Apollo flies 

Diſſolv'd in Air, ſecur'd from mortal Eyes, 786 
The Trojan Princes heard him as he flew, 

And by the Sound his heav'nly Quiver knew; 

Apollo with their joint Advice and Care 

Reſtrains Aſcanius Ardour from the War. 

But they return, and to the Battel run, 785 
Expoſe their Lives, nor Death, nor Danger ihun ; 
Around the Walls and Turrets Clamours ring, 

They ply ſtrong Bows and corded Jav'lins fling : 
Spears, Darts and Arrows cover all the Ground, 
Clanging and daſh of Arms or Caſques and Bucklers | 
ſound ; 790 i 
4 A 7 
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« A dreadful Fight begun; a Tempeſt flies, 
* Thus from the Weſt when watry Kids ariſe, 
The South-wind drives, Show'rs o'er the Floods pre- 
vail, 
When angry Fove moulds thick'n'd Clouds in Hail. 
Alcanor's Sons, whom Hiera brought up, 795 
Paudar and Bitias, on Mount [da's top 
In ſacred Groves to Fove, in Height and Size 
Like to their native Hill, and Firrs which reach the 
Skies : | 

< Truiting to Valour they the Gates unbar, 
(Till then kept ſhut, by great «£neas? Care) 8c0 
Provoke the Foe, invite the raging Band, 
Shining in Steel with lofty Creſts they ſtand, 
And flank the Gates like Tow'rs on either Hand; 
Or two tall Oaks upon the Bank of Po, 
Or where Adige's pleaſant Stieams o'erflow ; 805. 
Whoſe uncut Tops pierce through the Clouds, and nod, 
* Charg'd with the weight of bounteous Nature's Load, 
The Gates ſet wide when the Retulians view, 
To force the Town their eager Squadrons flew : 
The Van Equicolus and Quercens led, | $10 
Tmarus and Hamon with their Squadrons fled, 
Puſh'd from the Wall, or in the Gate fell dead. 
In both, Reſiſtance fires the hoſtile Rage, 
The Trojans join, draw out, and then engage. 

As Turuus in another Quarter tought 215 
And preſs'd the Foe, the ſudden News is brought, 
That 
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That now the Trojans had renew'd the Fight, 

Unbarr'd the Gates, and put the Men to Flight : 

He quits th* Attack, dire Fury fir'd his Blood, 

Runs to the Gate where the proud Brothers ſtood, $28 

Antiphates (Son of a Theban Dame, 

By great Sarpedon,) was the firſt who came 

To meet bold Turnus whom he ſoon o'erthrew, 

Through yielding Air the winged Jav'lin flew, 

Quite thro? his Breaſt and Lungs, warm Paſſage found, 

Life, Soul and Blood ruſh'd mingl'd from the Wound. $26 

Aphidnus and bold Erymanthus next 

Fell by his Sword, which Merop's Heart transfix'd ; 

Then Bitias fell, whoſe burning Eyes ſhot Fire, 

Nor could the Giant by a Dart expire $30 

But with a flaming Spear bold Turnus threw, 

Which hurling through the Air like Thunder flew : 

Not two Bulls Hides, though wrapt in double Fold, 

Or double Coat of Mail, though ſcal'd with Gold, 

Could ſave his Life, or ward rhe mortal Wound; 833 

His Giant Body ſhook the trembling Ground, 0 

His Shield fell on him with a thund' ring Sound. 

A Mole of Stone in the Cumaan Bay, 

Built to oppoſe the raging of the Sea, 

Thus tumbles in the Flood: The Pile o'erthrown $40 

Draws with it ſelf a mighty Ruin down, 

Confounding Nature, mixing Sea and Land, 

Belching up Billows of black Mud and Sand; 
Vo I. II. 8 
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Prochyta ſhakes, and dire Typhens? Bed, 
The Iſle which F-ve on that huge Monſter ſpread. $45 
The God of War the Latias Courage fires, 


| And with new Heat their fainting Breaſts inſpires 


The Latin, join, when now the Field's ſo clear, 
Whilſt bloody Mars aſſiſts them ev*ry where. 
„When Pandarus perceiv'd his Brother kill'd, 
«© The Town with Fear and wild Confuſion fill'd, 
With his full Force he ſhut the ſolid Gate, 
And many Friends expos'd to bloody Fate ; 
Blind in his haſte he ſaw not Turnus there, $55 
Whom heinclos'd with thoſe who fled to War. 
Like a fierce Tyger whom a Fold confines, 
His Eyes dart Fire, his blazing Buckler ſhines, 
His Armour rings, his ſanguine Crefts are blown, 


But to the Trojans ſends Deſpair and Fear, 
0 850 


His mighty Size and hated Face ſoon known, $60 


Amaz'd the Trojans, Pandarus the Great 

Steps forth, in Fury for his Brother's Fate ; 

Amata's Palace is not here, he calls, 

Nor are you, Turnus, now in Ardea's Walls: 

You ſee the Trojan Camp, no way to fly: 865 

Calm Turnus with a Smile made this Reply. 

If you have Courage, try, to Priam tell 

A new Achilles ſends your Soul to Hell. 

He ſaid. Then Pandarus a Jay*lin threw, 

© Cas'd in its Bark, and knotty as it grew; 870 
Though 
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Though flung with Strength, it only wounds the Air, 
And hit the Gate, miſled by 7#no's Care. 

Hope not to *ſcape, cry'd Turnus, when 1 ſtrike, 

Our Arms and Hands which guide them are not like : 
Raiſing his Sword he aim'd a mighty Blow, $75 
And cleft his Head and beardleſs Chin in two; 

His Giant Limbs fall with a hideous Sound, 

Warm Blood and Brains bedew the trembling Ground. 
The Trojan ran, had Turnus broke the Bars 

That Day had ended both his Foes and Wars. 880 
But Thirſt of Blood and Anger drove him on 

To pulh the Foes, who from his Fury run : 

Firſt Gyges Hams he cut, then Phaleris flew, 

And 'gainſt the flying Foe his Jav'lin threw. 

Juno new Strength and Courage ſtill ſupplies, 225 
His Launce pierc'd Phegeus Shield, by it brave Halys dies“ 
Alcander, Prytanus, and Næmon falls 

By Turnus Hand, while they defend the Wall ; 

Not knowing he was there, brave Lynceus then 

'Gainſt T#rnus went, and calls in vain his Men. $90 
The Prince turn*d to the Right, his Faulchion drew, 
And at one Blow the bold Aggreſlor flew, 

His Head and Helmet a great diſtance flew, 

Hunter cAmycss was the next he kill'd, 

To poiſon Swords and Arrows throughly skill'd; #25 
His Hand ſent chris to the Shades below, 

Then kill'd brave Gcteus by a fatal Blow 
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creteus the Muſes conſtant Friend, who ſtrung 
His tuneful Lire, in lofty Numbers ſung 
The Deeds of Hero's and their bold Alarms, goo 
Of Battels, Sieges, Horſes, Camps, and Arms. 

Now Fame had reach'd the Trojan Leaders Ears, 
To whom the Slaughter of their Men ſhe bears, 
Mneſtheus, Cereftus, all together drew, 
And ſee one Foe their ſtragling Troops purſue. 905 
Then Mneſtheus firſt, Oh whither Friends? he calls, 
What Town? What!Hopes remain without theſe Walls? 
One ſingle Man hem'd in with Bulwarks round, 
Such Slaughter makes, gives Death with every Wound, 
Each Stroke ſome Youth ſends to the Shades below, 910 
Trojans ! muſt ſuch Attempts unpuniſh'd go? 
Cowards, have you forgot all Senſe of Shame, 
„ Your Gods, your Countrey, great Ænea, Fame? 
« This juſt Reproach their drooping Courage fires: 
They rally, Turnus from the Fight retires, 915 
St tives by degrees to gain the River fide, 
Where Trojan Walls are waſh'd by Tyber*s Tide: 
The Trojans with a Shout together drew, 
More boldly now the flying Foe purſue. 
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As eager Huntſmen in the Wood incloſe 920 
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A mighty Lion, whom their Spears oppoſe 

On ey*ry Side, he frighted caſts around 

A dreadful Look, retires, then ſtands his Ground 

Nor Wrath, nor Courage ſuffer him to run, 

Advance he cannot, nor ſuch Danger ſhun. 925 
Thus 
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Thus Turnus, unreſoly'd, made his Retreat, 
His Soul inflam'd with Rage and doubt ful Fate, 
Yet twice upon his thickeſt Foes he falls, 
And twice beat back the Trojans to their Walls. 
The Trojan Army from the Camp's at hand, 930 
Saturnia cannot ſuch vaſt odds withſtand. 
Iris to her, Foves harſh Commands brought down, 
Should Turnus linger in the Trojan Town 
Now feeble grown; nor can his Shield avail 
To ward the Darts, which from all Hands aſſail, 935 
And make his Helmet round his Temples ring, 
The Braſs gives way to Stones the Trojans fling : 
His Buckler yields, his Creſt torn from his Head, 
The Frojans charge, theſe daring Mneſtheus led. 
Shortneſs of Breath ſhook Tar", Limbs all o'er, 940 
Sweat mix'd with Duſt rolls down from ev'ry Tote: 
Arm'd as he was he leap'd in Tyber*s Flood, 
* Kindly ſupporred by the yellow God, 5 
Who bore him to the Army cleans'd from Blood. 


The End of the Ninth Book, 
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Jupiter having call'd a Council of the Gods, and 
having endeavour'd in vain to reconcile the 
Differences betwixt Juno and Venus, upon 
the account of the Rutulians and the Trojans, 
he declares he will ſtand Neuter betwixt them, 
and leave all to the Conduct of Fate. The 
Trojans prepare to defend, and the Italians to 
attack New Troy. Æneas having ſtay'd 
ſome Days in Etruria, and having drawn to- 

be. RE od gether 
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gether a great Power of the Arcadians and 
Etruſcans, he returns to New Troy with a 
Fleet of thirty Ships. He is met at Sea by 
his own Ships, (now transform'd into Sea 
Nymphs) by whom he 1s informed of the Dan- 
ger of his Friends, and of the March of the 
Arcadian Horſe. Early in the Morning he 
comes in view of the Enemy, and lands his 
Army. The Rutulians oppoſe him. Aﬀeer a 
bloody Fight Turnus kills Pallas, while Æneas 
revengeth his Death. Aſcanius makes a Sal- 
ly from the Town, and joins his Father's 
Troops, Juno withdraws Turnus from the 
preſent imminent Danger, by oppoſing to him 
a Phantome in the Form of Aneas; which 
firſt provokes Turnus, then flies to a Ship 
moor'd to the Shore: Turnus purſues and 
enters the ſame Ship, which by Juno's means 
is carry d to Sea, and is driven by Wind and 
Tide to Ardea, his Father's Countrey. Me- 
zentius ſucceeds Turnus in the Battel, and is 
wounded by KEneas. Lauſus interpoſes, and 
gives his Father time to retire and dreſs his 
Wounds. neas unwillingly kills Lauſus, 
and ſends him dead on a Shield to his Fa- 
ther Mezentius; who returns to the Fight in 
Fury, to revenge his Son's Death, and is kill d 
by Eneas. | 


T' Zthe- 
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H' Ethereal Gates unfold, Fove ſum- 
mons all 
* The Gods to Council in the ſtarry 
Hall; 

From whence his Eyes the lower 

World beheld, 

The Trojans and the Latins in the Field. 

All ſhrin'd in Glory, thus th* Almighty ſpoke, s 
How comes it, Pow'rs Immortal, you reyoke 

What 1 decreed 2 You know my Orders were 

Not to provoke the Trojan Race to War: 

Why all this Strife againſt my ſtrict Commands: 

What arms the Latin or the Trojan Bands ? o 
* You need not urge the War, the time muſt come 
* When Carthage ſhall conteſt the Force of Rome, 

And through the Alps cut out its dreadful way z 

Then vent your Spleen, then on the Trojans prey, 
To pleaſe me now your Jarrings lay aſide. 15 
Thus briefly Fove, The Queen of Love reply'd, 
Soy*reign of Gods and Men, ------ 

You are the only Pow'r 1 can implore ; 

The Rutuli inſult, and Turnus more, | 

You ſee him glitt'ring through the Squadrons ride, 20 
And ſwell'd with all of Wars ſucceſsful Pride: 

Walls to the Trojans no more Safety yield, 0 


War rageth. in the Town as in the Field, 
The bloody Moats o'erflowing with the kill'd. 
Nor 
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Nor knows their abſent Lord what. now befalls : 25 
Muſt then a conſtant Siege ſurround thoſe Walls? 
New Troy's attack'd as it from Aſhes ſprings, 

And Diomed again his Armies brings; 

And ſecond Wounds your Daughter muſt endure ; 
The Seed of Fove from Mortals unſecure ! 30 
If without Leave or Grant your dread Command 

The Trojans arm in the Auſonian Land, 

Then let them ſuffer, and Relief deny 

If they on Fate and Oracles rely, 

What Pow'r in Heay*n dares your Decrees diſpute? 33 
Or make new Fates when yours are abſolute ? 

Why name 1 Ships burnt on Eryce's Coaſt ? 

Or </£olus ? the Winds which Trojans toſs'd 

Sent from Hiera, Iris from above: 

Next Juno did th' infernal Kingdoms move, 2 
The only Pow'r whoſe Wrath we did not prove: 

To heav*nly Light ſhe thence Alecto ſent, 

Inrag'd through Latine Towns the Fury went. 

All Hopes of future Empire I reſign, 

When Fortune ſmil'd ſuch charming Hopes are mine. 45 
Let thoſe o*'ercome whom you deſign to Reign, 

Bnt if your cruel Queen no Place ordain 

The Trojan Race, by Ilium's dreadful Fire, 

Let young Aſcanius from the War retire, 0 
To Fate and unknown Seas I leave his Sire. 50 
Let us from War this darling Pledge retrieve; 
Forſaking Arms let him inglotious live. 
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In my Cythera or 1dalian Bow'rs, 
In Amathus, or lofty Paphos? Tow'rs : 
Then Carthage may o' er- run th' Auſonian Land, SS 
Nor ſhall Ialus Tyrian Arms withſtand, 

The Trojans ſcap'd the bloody War in vain, 

Through Grecian Flames and Dangers of the Main, 
To find out 1raly, and after all, 

Another 7lium alſo's doom'd to fall: 60 
The wretched Trojans would with greater Joy 

Dwell in the Rubbiſh of their ruin'd Troy 

To Simers and to Xanthus ſend them back, 

Of all their Woes renew their former wrack. 

Peep Indignation fir'd Satwrnia's Breaſt 3 65 

What I would fain conceal muſt be expreſs'd, 

She ſaid, my inward Grief which ſmother'd lies 

Lou force me to reveal: Did God or Man adviſe 5 
e/£neas to make War, or Latium's King ſurprize ? 
cCaſſandra's Rage (to which, as Fate he yields) 70 
Hath urg'd through Seas to ſeck Italian Fields: 

This I allow, but Deſtiny nor 1, 

Never intic'd him from his Camp to try 

The Mercy of the Winds, to truft the Care 

To young Aſcanius, of the Town and War. 75 
To prove the Tyrrhen Faith, or quiet Nations vex, 
What God's to blame? Did thus my Pow'r perplex ? 
What ſhare have I, or 1ris in theſe Harms? 

If *tis unjuſt that Turnus now with Arms 

And 
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And Flames ſurround the riſing Walls of Troy; 90 
That this brave Prince ſhould native Air enjoy, 
Sprung from Pilumnus, by Venilia born, 

A God and Goddeſs both his Birth adorn, 

Can you approve the Trojans freely may 

Burn Lands, not theirs? Make other's Goods a Prey? 8g 
Deceive Allies ? Wives from their Husbands tear? 


Beg Peace by Force? By Sea and Land make War ? 
© You can «/£neas from the Grecians ſhrowd, 


And to theirRage expoſe an airy Cloud: 

You of his Ships have beauteous Sea-Nymphs made, 90 

But *tis a Crime if we give Turnus Aid. 

© You ſay Aneas abſent cannot know 

What now befalls, and may he ſtill be ſo. 

Since you have Paphos and Idalian Bow'rs, 

How comes it you infeſt Laurentiae Tow'rs? 

Invade a warlike People? Do we try 

To raze th* afflicted Trojans Memory ? 

Or rather he who did by Rapes expoſe 

The Trojan State to War and Grecian Foes, 8 
100 


9 


When Europe all in Arms *gainſt Afia roſe? 
The Dardan Raviſher had not me for Guide 
When he ſack' d Sparta; did 1 Arms provide? 
Did 1 by lawleſs Love inflame the War? 

Fear for your Trojans then became your Care : 
Now when too late unjuſtly you complain, 
Your Rage is empty as your Threats are vain. 


Tos 


Thus 
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Thus Juno ſpoke, her Words acceptance find, 
Expreſs'd in Whiſpers as each God inclin'd : 
As infant Winds hatch'd in ſome ſhady Wood 
Breathe gentle Murmurs e' er they roar aloud, | Ito 
Preſaging Storms to thoſe who ſail the Flood. 
Then ſpoke Almighty Fove (who govern'd all) 
Whilſt awful Rey*rence ſtruck the heay*nly Hall, 
The ſtarry Frame in flower Motion rolls, 
The frighted Earth ſtarts, quiy*ring on its Poles ; 115 
The boiſt'rous Winds are ſtill, the ſwelling Main 
Contracts its Billows to a cryſtal Plain: 
« Celeſtial Pow' rs, attentive Ears incline, 
Since now it is a vain Attempt to join 
The Trojans and th* Auſoniaxs, ſince I ſee 120 
© Your jarrings endleſs, by a firm Decree 0 
This Day we both reſign to Deſtiny. 
Puſh'd by ill Fate the Trojans may defend 
Turnus Attack, Fove's equally their Friend. 
Of both their Hopes and Toils Chance take the Sway, 
© Their Fate's their own, and Fate will make its way, 126 
The Thunderer ſaid ; by Pluto's River ſwore, 
By burning Waves and the ſulphureous Shore 
Of Styx, and Phlegethon's infernal Flood: 
Heav*n ſhook with Awe of his imperial Nod ; 130 
Then from his Throne aroſe, The Gods in State 
Attend their Monarch to the Palace Gate. 

The Trejan's Walls the Rutuli ſurround 


With Fire and Sword, to kill, or burn, or wound; 
3 nean: 


30 


With Capys, he to capua gave the Name; Ice 
All theſe perform'd Deeds of immortal Fame, 


, 
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«/Eneas Troops inclos'd, o'erpow'r'd with Grief, 135 

Hopeleſs of Flight, more hopeleſs of Relief; 

They guard their Tow'rs in vain againſt their Foes, 

Diſpair unmans the Few, whom Crowds encloſe. 

Firſt brave Thymeates and young Aſius ſtood, 

With two bold Brothers of Sarpedon's Blood; 140 

Both the Aſſaraci to them were join'd, 

„ Tybris and Caſtor, two of Lycian kind, 

Clarus and Hæmon, Acmon brave and young, 

Great like his Father, like his Brother ſtrong, $ 

A pond'rous Rock with nervous Vigour flung. 145 

« Some with their Darts, and ſome with Stones defend, 

« Some Firebrands throw, ſome Flights of Arrows ſend, 
As Gems out-ſhine the Gold in which they” re ſet, 

Orlvory by Art when join'd to Jet, 

Amidſt all theſe Aſcanius did appear, 150 

His Head unarm'd, (fair Cytherea's Care) 

His ſnowy Neck his flaming Locks ſurround, 

Which on his Head with Chains of Gold were bound. 
You, 1ſmarss, brave warlike Nations ſaw 

Strike mortal Wounds, and poiſon'd Arrows draw ; 155 

Born of Meæonian Race, where golden Sands | 

Are by Pactolus roll'd o'er Lybian Lands. 

There Mueſtheus too, whoſe Glory far excell'd, 

When he great Turnus from theſe Walls expell'd, 
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In dead of Night /£neas ſcour'd the Sea; 
Leaving Evander, he direQs his way 
* Strait to the Tyrrhen Camp, where to their Chief 
He tells his Name and Countrey, asks Relief, 16s 
Profers his Friendſhip, and at once declares 
What Troops Mexentius for the War prepates ; 
Prays to conſider Turnus haughty Mind, 
And fickle Fortune that attends Mankind. 
E Tarchon without delay the Treaty ſigns, 170 
© The Wealth and Forces of the Tyrrhens joins ; 
© They ſtraight ſet ſail, ſince by the Gods Command 
The Lydian Fleet's rul'd by a Strangers Hand. 
Hues, led, upon his Stern appear 
© Two Phryg/an Lions which Mount Ida bear, : 175 
A Sight to wretched Trojans always dear. 
There great Æneas ſat, revolving all 
The various Chances which in War befal. 
Pallas npon his Left inquires the Stars and Way, 
« With all his Dangers paſt by Land and Sea. 180 
Oh ſacred Nine ! inſpire a lofty Strain, 
To ſing thoſe Hero's lab*ring on the Main, 
With brave Ancas“ Gallies, Arms, and Oars, 
To Lalium's Coaſt, from the Etruſcan Shores. 
« Athouſand Youths King Maſſicus obey, 185 
* Aboard the Tyger through the foaming Sea, 
From Ciuſium brought, and Coe by his Care, 
« For Arms, light Quiyers, Bows and Shafts they bear: 
Fierce 
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© Fierce Alas with his Troops bright Armonr wore, 
His Stern .Apolie's gilded Image bare. 190 
Six hundred more from Pops] brought, 
From Ilva three, where martial Steel is ſought 5 
In Mines, ſupply*d by Nature as they're wrought. 
© Ajjlas third, who Prodigies ex pounds 
© By offer'd Entrails, and preſaging Sounds 195 
Of Birds and Thunder, by foreſceing Skill, 
Foretells Events; the Stars obey his Will. 
* Athouſand Men with Spears in order ſtand, 
tc Sent by the Piſans under his Command. 
Next Afar, bright in Arma, beauteous and brave, 200 
A skilful Horſeman, to whom Cera gave 

1 With Pyrgi and Graviſce (by deep Fens confin'd) Fl 
Three hundred Men for War, all of a Mind. FA 
Nor muſt I here in partial Silence hide | 
Ligurian Cinyras, in Arms well try'd, 

; « Nor yet Cupave, follow'd by a few; 

o i Plumes grace his Creſt, by which Swans ſwiftly flew, 

His Father's Change, this warlike Sign alone 

By love produc'd, when Oenus did bemoan 

His darling Phaeton below the Shade, 

His Siſters Foplars o'er his Grave had made: 
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55 For whilft he ſung to ſooth his Grief and Care, 
1 To Downs and Plumes, love turn'd his filyer Hair, 
| He ſpcupg aloft, and ſung through flecting Air: 
ur: 
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His Son, and Equals, a vaſt Galley row'd, 215 
Vpon whoſe lofty Prow a Centaur ſtood, 0 
Threatning to throw a Rock amidſt the Flood. 

From Home a Legion with Prince Ocnus came, 
Ry Manto, Tyber's Son, who gave her Name 
To Mantua's Town and Walls, the Nurſe of Kings, 220 
And yet their Blood from diff*rent Fountains ſprings. 
Three Tuſcan Tribes divide, four Towns befal | 
Jo each, but Mantxa is the Chief of all. 

Hate to Mezentivs arm'd five hundred more, 
By Mincius Stream brought from his Father's Shore. 2 Ty 
* Theſe wiſe Auletes leads, whoſe Rowers ſweep 
Thegfoaming Surges of the briny Deep: 
The Triton bears him, he, whoſe Trumpets found 
Old Ocean's Waves from Shore to Shore rebound : 


© A Porpoiſe Tail down from his Belly grows, 

The Billows murmur which his Breaſt oppoſe. 

* Thus thirty Ships tranſport the princely Train, 

„ For Trey's Relief, and briskly ſcour the Main. 
Phebus had now withdrawn his fiery Horſe, 2695 

And Phebe run half her Nocturnal Courſe, 

e/£neas (at, whoſe Care o*er Sleep prevails, 

And ſteers ; he hauls the Bolines, fills the Sails : 

* A Choir of Nereids meets him on the Flood, 

Once his Attendants from great /4a's Wood, 240 

© By Cybele made Nymphs ; the Waves they ſweep, 

* Who rode before tall Veſlels on the Deep: 


** Ahairy Manabove the Waſte he ſhews, N 30 


Afa 
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Afar they knew the Prince, they in a Ring 
His Galley compaſs. To the Trojan King 
Cymodocea ſaid, (who ſpoke the beſt) 245 
And ſtemm'd the Waves with her exefted Breaſt. 

Her Right Hand held the Stern, her Left Hand row'd, 
She ſcowr'd behind the Galley through the Flood. 

© Sleeps great fneas ? Venus Son awake; 


Let fly your Tackle, all your Canvas make; 250: 


We ſacred Pines, of which your Fleet was made, 
Whom Turnus durſt with Fire and Sword invade ; 
Now watry Pow'rs ; Force made us break your Chain, 
We come to ſeek you through the ſwelling Main: 


* Great Obele trans form'd our Shapes to theſe, 255 


* And gave us Life Immortal in the Seas. 
Your Son Aſcanius is enttench'd around, 
Inclos'd with Arms and Lin, martial Sound: 
Evander's Horſe, with thoſe of Tarchon's Hoſt, 


Have (as commanded) ſeiz d th' advanced Foſt: 260 


© To cut their Way is Turnus chief Deſign, 

* Leſt theſe brave Squadrons with your Trojans join: 
Ariſe at break of Day, you firſt of all 

Your warlike Troops in Arms to Battel call; 


On your Left Arm old Vulcan's Preſent hold, 265 


The fatal Shield, edg'd round with burniſh'd Gold. 

© To Morrows Sun, if you can truſt my Words, 

* Shall ſee your Foes in Heaps fall by your Swords. 

* This ſaid, juſt going, with her Right ſhe puſh'd 

| The lofty Stern, which through the Billows ruſh'd, 276 
7 Swilter 
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Swifter than Darts or Arrows; ſwift as Wind, 

The other Ships came briskly up behind. 

Not knowing who ſhe was the Prince amaz'd, 

welcom' d the Omen which his Courage rais'd. 

Then thus he pray' d, caſting to Heay*n his Sight: 275 

Great Mother of the Gods, who tak'ſt delight 

In Towns with Walls; on Ida's ſacred Hill, 

Fierce Lions rein'd and curb'd obey thy Will: 

Theu, Author of the War I have begun, 

Make good thy Omen, and aſſiſt thy own. 280 
Thus ſaid the Prince : The Day, full ſprung with Light, 

* Hadchas'd away th” obſcuring Shades of Night: 

He charg'd his Soldiers thus: Friends have a care; 

Follow your Enſigus, for the Fight prepare ; 

High on his lofty Poop he had in view. 285 

His Men encamp'd, then o'er his Left Arm threw: 

His blazing Shield: The Trejans from the Wall 

Throw Darts, and cry; Hope animates them all ;. 

As when Strymonian Cranes for Flight prepare 

With Cries, foretelling Storms, cut through the 

Air 

Before the South Winds, ſounding from afat. 1 

Bold Turnus wonder'd, the Auſonians more, 8 


290 


Tillthey beheld tall Veſſels make the Shore, 
And all the Sea with Gallies cover'd o'er. 6 ; 
Anta creſted Helm flam'd glaring bright, 2951 
His golden Shield reflects a dazling Light: F 
| Thus! 
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; <4 
Thus blazing Comets in the Night appear | 
In ſanguine Fires, and thus the threatning Star | 
Of Siriar fills the Air with diſmal Lights, f 


And anxious Men with Plagues and Famines frights; | 
ret nothing could abate bold Turms“ truſt 301 

To gain the Shore, and thence the Trojans thruſt, | 

He thus upbraids, and thus exhorts his Friends, "i 

*« What you have wiſh'd-ſo much, kind Fortune ſends, « 

« Your Swords may make you Maſters of the War, 305 al 

Remember then what you eſteem moſt dear; ll 

| Envy the Glory of your Fathers Fame, 1 

Their noble Actions ſhould your Hearts inflame. | 

Io charge th* encumber'd Tuſcans haſte : let's go, 
And from our Shore repel the landing Foe ; 


310 
5 Fortune aſſiſts the Brave. 
Thus Turnus ſaid, Part of his Trpops led down 
Againſt the Fleet, thoſe left beſiege the Town. 
Mean while «/£neas? Men by Bridges land: 
From lofty Prows ſome leap on lipp*ry Sand, 373 


Catching the ebbing Waves; on Oars ſome ſlide; 

Tarchon ſurveys the Shore, obſerves the Tide, 

Nor fears the Shelves, ſince no white Billows roar, 

But filent Surges gently ſwell the Shore, 

: ? * Thither he ſteer'd, and thus he gave command; 320 

k | Friends ply your Oars, haſte, bravely force the Land, 
And cleave the hoſtile Ground with dreadful Shock; 

Let ev'ry Veſſel form ii ſelf a Dock. 
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Nor do I care if we can reach the Land, 
Though ſhatter'd Gallies cover all the Strand. 323 
This ſaid, the Seamen row with eager haſte, 
« And run their Ships a- ground, their Heads ſtick faſt, 
All ſafe but Tarchon's Ship, which ſtranded ſtood, 
© Bulg'd on a Bank, beat by the angry Flood; 
The Bolt-heads ſtart, the loosen'd Planks give way, 330 
The T»ſcans drop with Tarchon in the Sea, 
Hinder'd by Oars and floating Planks to land, 
Thrown back by ebbing Waves on flipp'ry Sand. 
Turnus without delay his Army led 
Down to the Coaſt, and gainſt the Foes made head; 333 
« The Trumpets found, Ana: firſt aflaild | 
The Latine Swains, and as he fought prevail'd, | 


He Theron kilPd, (bleſs'd Omen of the War) 0 

Teron of Giant ſize, ſo bold to dare 7 
Attack Æneas firſt, whoſe killing Blade 340 40 
Through Armour, ſcal'd with Gold, a Faſfage made. 
His Sword ſent Lycxs to the ſilent Tomb, A 
Sacred to Delo“ God, ripp'd from the Womb; 5 N = 
And ſcap'd the Steel his riper Age's doom. 


He Ciſſeus next, and brawny Gyas flew, 345 

Who with their Clubs whole Ranks and Files 0*erthrew, 

Alcides Arms can nought avail them now, 

Or that their Veins with youthful Vigour flow; 

Nor that their Sire, Alcides? Labours ſhar'd, 

When with the Monſters of the Earth he wazr'd, 350 
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The noiſy Pharos next receiv'd his Death, 

« /Eneas writh'd his Spear, and ſtopp'd his bawling 
Breath : 

The lovely chtius on whoſe youthful Chin 

Apparent Signs of Manhood now begin, 

Unhappy Odon courts, his eager Joys; ISS 

© neas Sword had cur'd his Love of Boyes, 

If ſeven bold Brothers had not ta*en his part; 

Old Phorcus* Sons, each Brother threw a Dart: 

Some on his Helmet or his Buckler flide, 

Some reach*d his Breaſt, theſe Venus turn'd aſide: 360 

He calls Achates, Bring thoſe Darts, he ſail, 

Thoſe very Darts by which the Grecians bled 

In Trojan Fields, not one ſhall fly in vain 

* *Gainſt the R#:ulians on the Latine Plain, 

*« He ſaid; then ſciz'd a mighty Spear, and threw, 363 

This, wing'd with Death, through Aſzor's Buckler 
flew, 

And with the Plates of Braſs his Boſom paſt : 

Alcanor to his Brother runs in haſte, 

And with's Right Hand ſupports him falling down, 


| Another Shaft with manly Vigour thrown 370 


Tranſplerc'd his Left; all bloody kept its Courſe, 
And lopp'd his Right Arm with an equal Force. 
„Then Numitor from his dead Brother drew 

The fatal Dart, and at «/£neas threw, 


By ſuch a Hand the Hero could not die: 37 
1 lt miſc'd the Prince and pierc'd Achate Thigh. 


© Proud 
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* Proud of his Youth the Sabine Clauſus came, 
At Dryops from afar directs his Aim, 
And pierc'd his Throat, his Forehead hit the Ground, 
voice, Blood, and Life, {ſh mingl'd through the 
Wound. 380 
By him three Brothers ſprung from Thracian Seed, 
And three, from the I/marian Ida, bleed. 
In various Chance of War Haleſus leads 
Th' Auruncan Troops, and Neptune's Son ſucceeds ; 
They eagerly diſpute on either hand, 385 
For Conqueſt theſe, theſe for Poſſe ſſion ſtand 
In the firſt Entrance of Auſenia's Land. 
As Winds for th' Empire of the Air contend, 
Of equal Rage and Force, each other rend, 
Nor they, nor Clouds, nor Sea, t' each other yield, $90 
© But long ſuſpend the Fortune of the Field; 
Both Armies thus perform what Valour can, 
Join Foot to Foot and mingle Man to Man. 

But where ſwift Torrents with impetuous Force 
Roll'd Stones and Trees together in their Courſe, 395 
There Pallas faw the Latins put to rout ; 

Evander's Troops, unus'd to fight a Foot, 

Conftrain'd to quit their Hotſe by rugged ways, 

The ſole Expedient which remains, eſſays 5 
To fire their Courage, now upbraids, then prays, 4 4c: 
| Companions, whither? By your ſelves, by ſhame, 

By Battels won, by King Evander's Name, > 1 
By all my Hopes to emulate his Fame; 


Tu 
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Truſt not to Flight, your Way cut through the Foe z 

With Sword in Hand through that thick Squadron go: 

Your Countrey, I, require; no Gods oppoſe, 406 

Nor fight we Mortals, with immortal Foes : 

Our Number's equal, and our Souls as great, 

The ſwelling Main's a Bat to our Retteat, 

Nor have we Land, or Sea, by which to fly : 41% 

This ſaid, he ruſh'd amidſt the Enemy, : 

Firſt Lagas met him (led by cruel Fate) il 

And whilſt he heav'd a Stone of mighty Weight, 9 

Athwart his Chine a Spear young Pallas threw, 

Which, wedg'd between the Bones, the Victor ſcarce 
withdrew. 315 

Poor 11i;b- thought to have reveng'd his Friend, 

Grie v d and enrag'd at his unlucky End; 

Zut Pallas did th*unwary Youth prevent, 

And deep into his Breaſt his Sword he ſent, 

Next Helenus, Anchemolus then kill'd, 420 

Of NMeœtu Race, who impiouſly defil d 

* His Father's Bed. Next Dancͤa Sons lay flain, 

© Larisand Thimbrus on the Latine Plain; 

So like, they ey*n deceiv*d their Parents Eye; 

* Grateful Miſtake! O how unlike they die! 45 

For Pallas“ Hand a ſad Diſtinction made, 
( 46? 
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Evander's Sword ſmote off brave Tymbru Head: [1 
Laris thy Right Hand, ſever'd, ſought its Lord, 
In yain thy dying Fingers graſp'd the Sword, 4 

Griof 5 
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Grief mix'd with Shame, the warm'd Arradians fit d 


Againſt the Foe, by Pallas Deeds inſpir'd : 43r 


The Coward Rheteus, whom two Horſes drew, 
As he from Teuthras and from Tyres flew. 
This for a while did Ila“ Fate defer, 435 
Pallas at Ilus“ Heart had aim'd his Spear, 
But NMiteus fell, kill'd by another's Wound, 
And tumbling from his Chariot ſpurn'd the Ground. 
As when in Summer welcome Breezes blow, 
The well-pleas'd Shepherds to the Foreſt go; 440 
Scatter deyouring Fire amongſt the Groves, 
Which fann'd by Winds o'er Woods and Copſes roves, 
In hideous Pomp triumphing *midſt the Plains, 
The joining Fires delight the joyful Swains : 
© So Palla“ Troops their ſcatter'd Strengthunite, 445 
Second their Leader and renew the Fight. 

Haleſus then advanc'd, renown'd in War, 
Retir'd within his Shield; firſt by his Spear 
« Pheres, Demodocus and Ladon fell 
A Sacrifice; then he who knew ſo well 450 
To wield his Sword, lopp*d off Strymenius? Hand, 
Lift *gainſt his Throat: Nor Thoas could withſtand 
The Stone, which at his Head Haleſus threw, 
Bones, Brains, Blood, Life, together ſhatter'd flew. 
In Preſcience deeply skill'd Haleſus Sire 455 
* Did with the Youth to ſhagy Woods retire; 


Then Pallas Rhetexs proudly mounted, flew ; 0 


But 


ut 
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But when cold Death had ſeal'd his Father's Eyes, 
Doom'd by relentleſs Fates Haleſus lies, > 
To Pallas“ Sword a bloody Sacrifice. 
* Who firſt to Tyber thus addreſs'd his Vow, 46s 
O Father, may the Dart ſucceed 1 throw, 
% His Arms and Spoils thy ſacred Oak ſhall bear. 
«© Pleas'd with the Bribe, the God receiv'd his Pray't: 
For while Haleſus takes Imaon's Part, 
Young Pallas ſent a Jav'lin through his Heart, 465 
But Lauſus could not brook the Armies Fright, 
© Caus'd by the Death of one ſo fam'd in Fight: 
Lauſus the Wars great Prop, firſt Abas kill'd, 
* «Abas the Stay and Hiadrance of the Field. 
„The Trojans ſcap'd their Grecian Foes in vain; 470 
© They and their mix'd Allies now load the bloody 
Plain, 4 
© To the rude Shock both Armies bravely came, 
« Their Leaders equal and their Force the ſame; 
© TheRear ſo crowds the Front, they ſcarcely wield 
Their Swords or Jav'lins in the liſted Field: 475 
« Here Pallas urgeth on, and Lauſus there, 
* Of equal Age and Beauty both appear; 5 
© But Fate forbids to breathe their Countreys Air. 
Their fierce Encounter mighty Fove withſtands, 
« Both ſoon muſt fall, but fall by greater Hands, 480 
Warn'd by his Siſter, Turnus“ rapid Wheels, 
To ſuccour Las ſus cut through thickeſt Files: 
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When neat his Men: Hold, 1 alone, (he cries) 

Muſt Pallas fight, by this Right Hand he dies: 

< Oh were Evander here! His Men retir'd, 485 
Pallas their Haſte, and Turnu Pride admir'd. 

Pallas the Prince ſurvey'd, and nicely ey'd, 

Struck with his haughty Mien he thus reply'd ; 

Your Spoils or glorious Death this Day 1 ſhare, 

My Sire*s reſolv'd on either Chance of War; 490 
Then vaunt no more. This ſaid, he took the Field; 
Concern and Fear th* Arcadians Boſoms child. 

Turnus his Chariot quits, approaches near; 

© So runs a Lion when he ſees from far, 

A Bull for Fight prepare and fiercely ſtand, 495 
Bending his Neck and ſpurning back the Sand. 

Thus Turnus Pallas ſought. When now the Foe 

Pallas had in his reach, he ſtrait reſolv'd to go 

And charge him firſt, and yow'd to Heaven to try 

© If Valour could the want of Strength ſupply: go 
Then pray'd to great Alcid's, By that Feaſt 

Evander made for you his welcome Gueſt, 

Aſſiſt my brave Attempt ; let Turnus Eyes 

Behold me tear his Spoils before he dies. 

Alcides heard the Youth, then deeply groan'd, 305 = 
With fruitleſs Tears his ſudden Fate bemoan'd. "I 
Fove hears, and ſooths the Sorrow of his Son, 9 
Short Bounds of Life are ſet to ev'ry one; 
Time ne'er returns; by Virtue Men are great, 


Which ſpreads their Fame beyond the reach of Fate. 51 
How 
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How many Hero's ſprung from Seed Divine 

At Ilium fell? Sarpedon ſprung from mine. 

Like Fate on Turnus waits, his Thread's near ſpun, 
The Courſe which Fate allows them all muſt run. 

This ſaid, on Latian Plains Fove caſt a view. 315 
Fallas with mighty Force a Jav'lin threw, c 
His ſhining Sword then from his Scabbard drew. 

On Turnus“ Shield the Jav'lin glanc'd, the Point 

His Shoulder touch'd above the Armout's Joint; 

A Spear, long pois'd, at Pallas Turnus throws, $20 
See if its way my Jav'lin better knows : 

He ſaid, the Steel with quiv*ring Motion flew, 

The Shield and Plates of Ir'n and Braſs paſs'd through; 
Thro' ſtrong Bulls Hides, which its vaſt Orb incloſe, 
Then through the Corflet to his Heart it goes. 325 
Pallas in vain from the deep Woundawithdrew 

The reeking Steel which Blood and Soul purſue ; 
Reeling in Death he fell upon the Wound, 

With bloody Teeth he bit the hoſtile Ground : 

On him fierce Turnus leap'd : Arcad/ans hear, 530 
From me this Meſſage to Evander bear. 

such as the Site deſery*d, the Son J fend, 

lt coſts him dear to be AÆuea Friend: 

To funeral Rites I willingly beſtow 

His Corps to pleaſe his wandring Shades below. 335 
This ſaid, he trampl'd on the lifeleſs Corſe, 

And ſnatch'd his ſhining Belt with eager force, 

vu 2 Where 


4900 VIRGIL's Book X. 


Where skill'd Eurytion had with Gold inlaid 
«/£gypru;* Sons in one ſad Night betray'd 
By murd'ring Brides; this haughty Turnus bore, $46 
The fatal Prize, and in proud Triumph wore. | 
« O Men till blind to Fate! who never know 
«« To bear high Fortune, or endure the Low. 
* The time will come when Turnus would recall 
At any rate, unhappy Palla; Fall, $45 
And curſe the fatal Day on which he dy'd, 
And hate the gawdy Spoils torn from his Side, 
The griey*d Arcadians crowd the bloody Field, 
« And bear the breathleſs Body on a Shield. 
What Grief and Glory ſhall thy Father ſhare 40 
By thy return, poor Pallas, from the War? 
Heaps of thy Foes that Day by thee were kill'd, 
Thy firſt and laſt Appearance in the Field. 
« This diſmal News not from uncertain Fame, 
«© But ſad Beholders to e/Eneas came, s 
« That Trojans on the brink of Ruin ſtand, 
« Unleſs reliev'd by his victorious Rand. 
e/Eneas Sword cut out its bloody way, 
And hew'd down all who durſt his Fury ſtay, 
To find thee, Turnus, of thy Conqueſt proud, $66 
« Evander, Pallas, all that Friendſhip ow'd 
© To their great Merit, ſtill before his Eyes, 
His promis'd Faith, their hoſpitable Ties; 
* S«/mo's four Sons, and four which Vfens bred 


He took alive; all Victims to be led 865 
10 
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To Pallas flaming Pile, and there expire, 

And with their Blood bedew his fun'ral Fire, 

At Magus next he aim'd his threatning Spear, j 
Who ſhunn'd the Wound; it whiz'd thro? yielding Air, [ 
Graſping «/£neas Knees, thus Magus pray'd : 
© By young lulu Hopes, Anchiſes Shade; 
For their dear ſakes in me my Father ſpare, | 
And all the Treaſures of our Palace ſhare ; - 
In gold and ſilver Bars, and finely wrought, ' | 
At this great Price let one poor Life be bought; 575 
So little odds can neyer turn the Scale, 
Nor can one Soul make either Side prevail. 


He ſaid. The brave «/£neas thus reply'd ; 5 
58 


570 
| 
1 


« YourGold and Silver for your Sons provide, 
Such Treaties Turnus broke when Paas dy'd. 
Revenge alone Anchiſe,* Ghoſt can pleaſe, 
; 1 and Iulus ſcorn ſuch Gifts as theſe : 
Then caught his waving Creſt as Mags pray'd, 
Till in his Breaſt he ſheath'd the ſhining Blade, 
Apollo's and Diana's Prieſt was near 
e/Emonides, who glitter'd every where, | 
10 Both nobly arm'd, and clad; with Garlands crown'd; } 
e/Eneas met, and threw him to the Ground. 
© The ſcatter'd Armour brave Sereſtus bears, 
© Peſign'd a Trophy to the God of Wars, $99 
Umbro and Ceculus the Fight renew, 
865 *Gainſt them entag'd the brave «/E£nea; flew ; 
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Axxur's Left Arm he lopt off at a Blow, 

* Whoſe Shield and Arm to Earth together go; 
He thought his magick Charms could Help afford, 595 
And plac'd his Truſt in ſome enchanting word, 

Or rais'd aſpiring Thoughts above the Spheres, 

In hopes to live for many rolling Years. 

Proud Tarquitus, whoſe glitt'ring Armour ſhone, 
(The Sylvan Faunus and fair Dryep's Son) 600 
Againſt Ane, run, whoſe out-ſtretch'd Lance 
Oppos'd his Shield, and hinder'd to advance; 

For Tarquitus he threw upon the Ground, 

And while he begg'd, he pierc'd him with a Wound : 
Then ſaid with Anger, Haughty Man, lie there, 605 
Far from thy Home; thy tender Mother's Care 

* Shall ne'er interr, to Beaſts and Fowls a Prey, 

” Orto the Monſters of the foaming Sea. 

«Anteus and bold Lycas, as they fled 
He next purſues ; theſe Turnus Van-guard led, 616 
With Numa, Camers, noble Volſcens? Son, 

Who in Amycle fix'd his filent Throne; 

And as «/£ge0n's hundred Hands withſtood 

Almighty Fove, whoſe Thunders roar'd aloud, 

Who belch' d from fifty Mouths devouring Fire, 615 
And wielded fifty flaming Swords in Ire, 

Whoſe fifty Left Arms bore ſo many Shields, 
In Fury thus </£neas rang'd the Fields: 

Soon as his Sword was fleſh'd, the Hero flew 
« Againſt Nyphens, whom four Horſes drew; 
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But when the frighten'd Hosſes from afar 
Perceiv'd Ana ruſhing to the War, 
They wheel'd about and threw their Maſter down, 
Then to the Shore the frighted Courſers run. 

Now two white Steeds drew Lucagus, the Reins 625 
His Brother Liger held, and ſcowr'd the Plains. 
Bold Lucagus's Sword wav'd through the Air, 


Nor could «/£neas ſuch proud vaunting bear, 
© He charg*dtheFoes,and couch'd his threatningSpear. 
To him thus Liger call'd, You hope in vain, 630 


To find Achilles or the Phrygian Plain, 

Or bold Tydides? Horſe ; this Hand ſhall ſend 
Thy Soul to Hell, this Field the War ſhall end. 
From Liger's fooliſh Lips ſuch Boaſtings flew ; 
The Prince for anſwer a ſtrong Jav'lin threw, 

As Lucagus to laſh his Horſes bends* 

And pricks them with his Dart, and then extends 
His Left Foot, thus preparing for the Field: 
Mean while the Lance the Border of the Shield, 

* Paſt through, and pierc'd his Groin, the deadly Wound 
“ Caſt from his Chariot, rowl'd him on the Ground, 641 
No frightful Shadows cauſe your Horſes flight, 

You, Lucagus, deſert your Steeds in Fight. 

«Eneas (aid with Scorn; then ſnatch'd the Rein. 

Here Liger alſo ſtretch'd upon the Plain, 645 
Held out his Hands diſarm'd, and cries, O ſave ! 

I, by your ſelf, and thoſe you Being gave, 
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Great Trojan, beg my Life : Still praying more, 

The Prince reply*d, You talk'd not thus before, 

Now die, in Death attend your Brother's Shade; 650 

Then for his Soul a bloody Paſſage made. 

As Storms the Air, and Torrents tear the Ground, | 

« Inrag'd Æneas ſcatter'd Deaths around: 

« At laſt Aſcanivs, with his Trojan Train, 

« Broke from the Town, ſo long beſieg'd in yain. 655 
Mean while Almighty Fove to Juno ſaid, 

Dear Siſter, Partner of my Throne and Bed ; 

Venus, as you believe, the Trojan Arms 

Supports, not Courage or Contempt of Harms. 

Juno ſubmiſly, Why dear Lord renew 660 

My anxious Thoughts, who dreadeach Word from you ? 

Shar'd 1 as once, and as I ought, your Breaſt, 

Almighty Fove would grant this one Requeſt, 

That 1 might Turnus from the War retire, 

And ſafely guide him to his longing Sire, 665 

Muſt then the Trojans ſpill his Blood Divine? 

The fourth Deſcent from God Pilumns, Line. 

His lib*ral Hand oft made your Altars burn. 

To her the Thunderer made this quick Return. 

If you for Turnus ask a ſhort Reprieve, 670 

And that you think it in my Power to give, 

By Flight ſecure, from urging Fate remove, 

Thus far 1 grant; but if you hope to prove 

A greater Grace, or that you entertain 

A thought to change the Fates, ſuch Hopes are vain. 67 5 

Cal urnia 
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Saturnia wept, and ſaid, Oh! if your Heart 
Would grant that Grace , which ſcarce your Words 
impart. 

Confirm'd by you, were Tur.) Life preſery'd, 

(For whom I doubt a cruel Death's reſery'd) 

Oh! could my Fears miſtake your Words, his Fate 680 

You might to better, if you would, tranſlate. 

This ſaid, ſhrin'd in a Cloud to Earth ſhe flies 

To Battel, driving Tempeſts through the Skies. 

/Eneas” Likeneſs of thin Air ſhe made, 

(A wondrous Sight) then arm'd the empty Shade 68; 

With Trojan Darts and Shield, a Helmet ties 

Upon its Godlike Head, with Words ſupplies, 

And Voice without a Soul, a thoughtleſs Sound, 

The Phantom like Ænutas trod the Ground. 

Taus Ghoſts, they ſay, appear to mortal Sight, 690 

And thus deceiving Dreams ſurprize by Night, 

Upon the Front the boaſting Shadow flies : 

Turnus with Darts provokes, with Words defies : 

He then advancing *gainſ it caſt his Spear, 

© The Spectre wheel'd, as if it ran for fear. 693 

When he beliey'd that great Æneat fled, 

* And with vain Hopes his ſwelling Fancy fed, 

His Sword he brandiſh'd, and the Shade purſu'd, 

e/Eneas whither ? Turnus calls aloud, 5 

Nor knew he talk*d to Wind, and chas'd a Cloud.) 70 

* Why thus forſake your Royal Bride? The Land 

You ſeek through Seas, receive from Turnus Hand: 
By 
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By chance a Ship, moor'd to the rocky Shore, 
(Which from old Cluſium King 0ſiniss bore) 
There ready lay, its Planks on Land were laid, 705 
Thither with ſpeed retir'd the airy Shade, 
Under the Hatches hid: Tarnus in haſte, 
Eager to conquer, the ſame Bridges paſt : 
Scarce enter'd, when the Ship parts from the Land, 
Drawn thro” the Waves by F#ne's pow'rful Hand, 710 
* eEneas long'd to fight his abſent Foe, 
© And all he meets he ſends to Shades below : 
© The airy Shadow now forſook the Shrowds, 
* Mounting aloft it vaniſh'd in the Clouds. 
Now far on Sea the Wind brave Turnus blew ; 715 
Ungrateful for his Life, he nothing knew 
Of all that paſt, but caſt his Looks around, | 
Stretching his Hands to Heaven with doleful Sound: 
Almighty Father, what have I deſerv'd? 
For what great Crime's ſuch Puniſhment reſery'd ? 720 
From whence? Or whither driv'n, loſt, and undone ? 
Shall 1 ne'er ſee my Camp, or view Laurentum”s Town? 
How juſtly will my injur'd Troops upbraid? 
By me abandon'd, and to Death betray'd: 
Ev'n now 1 ſee them ſtragling ev'ry where, 725 
What ſhall I do? Their dying Groans I hear. 
_ © Gape wide, O Earth, and ſwallow me alive, 
* Qr, Oye Winds, my Miſeries zelieve: 5 
On Rocks, on Sands, on Shelves the Veſſel drive. 
| There 
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There let it ſplit, where no Rutulians come, 730 
Let Fame of Turnus“ Flight be ever dumb. 
Thus he complain'd, while his uncertain Mind, 
To end his Shame, to various Thoughts inclin'd : 
Now by the Sword would die, now by the Sea, 
Or to the Trojan Camp ſwim back his way : 735 | 
*© Thrice he eſſay'd the Sword, and thrice the Flood, | 
But Juno thrice in Pity both withſtood, 
Till friendly Tides convey'd him ſafe, and caſt 
On Ardea's Shore, where Daunus reign'd, at laſt. 
Mezentius now, by Fove's Decrees compell'd, 740 
Succeeds to abſent Turnut in the Field, 
Attacks the Trojans proud of their Succeſs, 
*Gainſt him alone whole Tyrrhen Squadrons preſs, 
Their Hate to him unanimouſly ſhow, 
And Show'rs of Jav'lins at their Monarch throw; 745 
© He like a Rock by the vaſt Seas enclos'd, 
© To raging Winds and rolling Waves expos'd, 
Which furious Shocks of Seas and Storms ſuſtains, 
And on its Baſis pois'd, unmov'd remains. 
He kill'd young Hebrus firſt, Dolichaon's Son, 750 
With Latagus, and Palmus as he run; 
* At Latagus a mighty Stone he flung, 
* Which truck his Face, and on his Helmet rung; 
But Palmus in his Hams receiv'd his Wound, 
Which ſtopt his Flight, he ſprawl'd upon the Ground: 755 
His Arms and Creſt from his maim'd Body torn, 
„Thy Shoulders, Lauſus, and thy Head adorn. 
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Eva the Phrygian next, then Mimas kill'd, 
(By fair Theano old Amycus Child) 
© Born on that Night, when big with fatal Fire, 760 
© The Trojan Queen brought Paris to his Site: 
© Unhappy Paris fell, at Ilium lain, 
« Unthinking Mimas on the Latian Plain; 
And as a Boar in Mooriſb Foreſts bred, 
And long conceaPd on Veſ#/#;* Piny Head, 765 
By op'ning Hounds chas'd to entangling Toils, 
Raiſing his Briſtles, fiercely ſtands and moils : 
The boldeſt Hunters dare not meet the Foe, 
They ſhout, and ſafe at diſtance Jav'lins throw: 
He grinds his Teeth and ſtares on ev'ry Side, 770 
And pointed Darts ſhakes from his monſtrous Hide, 
Ev'n thus the Crowd of brave Mezemiu“ Foes 
At diſtance ſtand, but dare not-near oppoſe 
In cloſer Fight, yet throwing Darts from far, 
With Clamours loud provoke him to the War. 775 
From coritus the Greeian Acron came, 
And left unquench'd old Hymen's joyful Flame: 
« Nexentius ſaw him through the Squadrons ride, 
© Clad in the Plumes and Purple of his Bride. 
A Lion thus, when raging through the Folds 780 
With Hunger pinch'd, a flying Goat beholds ; 
Or when a lofty headed Stag he ſpies 
Running for fear, his Mane begins to riſe, 
And opening wide for Joy his horrid Jaws, 
The tender Prey beneath his cruel Paws 
3 
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Lies panting, till its Blood his Throat o'erflows. 

So proud Mexentius ruſh'd amongſt his Foes, 

And Acyon flew, who ſpurn'd the fatal Ground, 

His broken Darts ſmear'd-by his bleeding Wound. 
He ſcorn'd Orode; baſely to attack. 790 
Or as he fled to wound him in the Back, 

But met him bravely, Face to Face they Fight, 

This noble Soul deſpis*'d ungen'rous Flight; 

Orodes falls, Mexentius reſts his Spear; | 

Then trampling on the Foe, Companions, here, 797 
Said he, Orodes, no ſmall Conqueſt lies, 

The Troops reſound his Fall with joyful Cries ; 

Dying, he ſaid, O Conqueror, take heed, 

Like Fate attends thee, thou &er long muſt bleed, 
Long unreveng'd thou ſhalt not bogſt my Death, too 
But on theſe fatal Plains muſt yield thy Breath. | 
smiling with Scorn and Rage the King reply'd, 

Let Fove for me, as he thinks fit, provide, 

Thou now ſhalt die: Then from the Body drew, 

The bloody Sword; ſtraight o'er his Senſes flew 805 
A deadly Sleep which ſeiz'd his fainting Sight, 

% And clos'd his Eyes in everlaſting Night. 

Cedicus Alcathous flew ; Sacrator kilPd © x 

Hydaſpes, Parthenius and ſtrong Orſes yield 

TO Rape; Clonins Meſſapus flew, 110 
Whom to the Ground his ſavage Courſer threw, 

With Ericetes, old Lycaon's Seed; 

He fought on Foot, both by Meſſapus bleed. 
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The Lycian Agis Valerus o'ercame, 

Who equal'd his Forefathers warlike Name ; $15 
Calius Antronius, Nealces Salins kill'd 

In 5pears and Darts, for wounding deeply skill'd. 

The bloody Fight both equally maintain, 

'And equal Numbers on both ſides are ſlain, 0 
They yield by turns, by turns advance again. $20 
From Heay*n the Gods behold the fruitleſs Toil, 

And pity reſtleſs Mortals all the while. 

On this ſide Venus, th' other Juno ſtands, 

While Death is raging *midſt the num*rous Bands: 
Again Aſzentins ſhakes his maſſy Spear, "825 
And threatning makes the Field his Preſence fear. 

Like huge Orion ſtalking through the Tide, 

Divides the Waves, which ſcarce his Shoulders hide, 

Or like an Aſh, whoſe Roots on Hills are ſpread, 

Deep in the Earth, fo Clouds obſcure his Head, 830 
And ſo appears Mexentius thus array'd. 

The Trojan Chief at diſtance ſaw him ſtand, 

And then rejoyc'd to meet him Sword in Haud ; 
Mezentns firmly ſtood Enca? Shock, 

His vaſt Foundation being like a Rock; 835 
Then with his Eyes he meaſures out, how far 

His brawny Arm can dart his pond'rous Spear: 

And cries aloud, with theſe profaning Words, 
My Sword, and this Right Hand, theſe are AMezentiu' 
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That Trojan Pirate's Arms, my Lauſus, here 840 
I yow this Day thou ſhalt in Triumph wear. 

This ſaid, he threw his Spear with mighty force, 

Which glancing from Eneas” Shield, diverts its Courſe, 
And fix'd its Point in fam'd Anthore- Side, 

He that in War t“ Allides was ally'd: $45 
The great .Anthores, who from Argos choſe 

The Towns of /raly for his Repoſe ; 

By chance unhappily receives his Death, 

And thinks on Argos with his lateſt Breath. 

© The pious Trojan then his Jay'lin threw, 250 
Which through the brazen Shield and Target flew, 

A treble Quilt and three Bulls Hides it paſt 

With pow*rful Force, tranſpierc'd his Groin at laſt; 
But Strength not failing yet, neas draws 

His ſhining Sword, and follows on his Blows, $55 
Glad now to ſee Mexent ius Blood, purſues, 

And double Force upon his Foe renews. 

Lauſus ſees this, and with deep Grief oppreſs'd, 

Flies to relieve his Father thus diſtreſs'd. 

Here thy hard Fate I muſt lament, dear Youth, $60 
And to thy Mem'ry juſt, relate the Truth; 

Tho Time to come will doubt my laſting Song, 

I can't forget a Man ſo brave and young. 

Diſabled now, the Father quits the Field, 

And ſtrives to draw the Jay'lin from his Shield; $65 
Lauſus ſprings forth to join the threatning Foe, 

To ſave his Father, and receive the Blow; 
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At which loud Shouts run round th” applauding Field, 
While Lauſus docs his vanquiſt' d Father ſhield : 

All fir'd with Rage, all animated now, $79 
Their Darts with noble Emulation throw : 

The Dardan Prince himſelf, pois'd like a Rock, 
Maintain'd the Battel and ſuſtain'd the Shock, 

ro ſome cloſe Covert, ſo the Plough- men fly, 

When ratling Hail, or Storms of Wind are nigh; $7; 
But when the threatning Clouds are overblown 

And the Sun ſhines, they to their Work return: 

«/Eneas thus, while maſter'd in the Field, 

Reſted bencath the Safeguard of his Shield, 

And Tauſus wains, thus loudly does he cry; 880 
Why doſt thou preſs thus cloſe, why wilt thou die? 
Urg'd on too raſhly, *bove thy Strength to move, 
From filial Duty and thy pious Love. 

This nought abates his Paſſion ot his Rage, 5 
But moves e/£neas Patience to engage, 88 4 
Whoſe Anger being kindled freſh, does wait 

Only to finiſh Lauſus* wretched Fate. 

Then with his pow'rful Sword he forc'd his way 
Through the fair Breaſt where Life and Virtue lay, 

The ſtreaming Blood through the light Armour play'd, 
And ſtain'd the gilded Coat his tender Mother made. 891 
The fleeting Soul as willing here to ſtay, 

With heavy Groans was loath to go away, 

This when «</Encas ſaw ſo ſlowly paſs, 

And Death ſtand hoy'ring o'er the beauteous Face, 895 
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His bitter Grief ſad Thoughts do in him move 
Of rrey again, and his paternal Love. 
With this he tender'd him his Hand, and cry'd, 
Unhappy Youth, thou ſhouldſt be Deify'd. 
Whatt'er Æneas carr beſtow, receive; 9 
Thy Arms and Sword, if valu'd, here T'give 3 
Thy Body back to thy ſad Parents yield, 
T* appeaſe the Manes of the bloody Field: 
This Conſolation in thy Death receive, 
That great Ænea Hands thy Death did give. 90g 
He ſtops; his Friends then rais'd him from the Ground, 
While his Hair dangled in the bloody Wound. 
And now the Father ſtood by Tyber's Streams 

To cleanſe his Wounds, and eaſe his wearied Limbs, 
Againſt a Tree his fainting Body leans, 91 
And a ſmall Bough his Helm of Braſs ſuſtains; | 
His pond*rous Arms lie ſcatter'd on the Graſs, - 
While all his Warriours round about him paſs ; - 
He, faint, and ſick, hangs down his Head to reſt, + 
Kis Neck reclines, his Beard reſts on his penſive Breaſt ; + 
Much he of Lauſus asks, and much enquites, 9161 
Why he's not yet return'd? why his Deſizes + 
Are not obey'd, to bring him from the Field? 
Which they obſerx'd, but dead, alas! born on his Shield: 
His weeping Friends contrive to bring him home, 920 
He at a diſtance far, preſag'd his Doom; 
His hoary Head with Duſt he covers o'er, 
And lifts his Hands to Heav'n from Tyber's Shore; 

Xx 3 Then 
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Then the deat Corps embraces, and then cries, 
What Pleaſure have 1 had of Life, what Joys, 925 
That I ſhou'd live ſo wretched as to ſee 2 


Him 1 begot, a Sacrifice for me ? 

Alas! my Lauſus, Iam dead in thee, 

« *Tis now a woful Exile thet 1 feel, 

Since I behold a Wound I cannot heal. 930 
My Guilt has tarniſh'd much thy deathleſs Name, 
Chas'd me from Empire, exil'd as 1 am. 

This is but what I to my Countrey owe, 

And willingly again cou'd undergo ; 

Tho? yet I have not bid farewel to Light, 535 
Howe'er I'll ſoon remove th' ungrateful Sight. 

With that his feeble Limbs he rais'd from Ground, 
Ready to ſtagger with the bleeding Wound; 

Boldly reſolv'd to mount his Courſer ſtraight, 

With conſtant Care, well manag'd for the Bit, 940 
Whom he had often mounted with ſucceſs, 

His Truſt in Battel, and his Pride in Peace, 

Then thus he ſpake his ſorrowing Tale of Woe ; 

O Miœlus, we too much of Life do know, 0 

If Mottals wou'd but be contented ſo. 945 
Either this Day bring back.£near Head, 

And Trojan Spoils away in Triumph led; 

Or let me ſome Revenge for Murther take, 

This Day, ſome Vengeance for my Lanu/#s” ſake. 

But if the Fates a Conqueſt ſhill deny, 950 
Then with thy conquer'd Maſter thou wilt die; 


For 
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For after me, Itruſt, thou wilt diſdain 
A Trojan for thy Lord, or foreign Reign, 5 
This ſaid, he mounts his truſty Steed again: 

Does both his Hands with pointed Jav'lins load; 333 
His brazen Helm with creſted Horſe-Hair flow'd: 

He ſpurs the Coutrſer on, all in a Flame 

With Grief, and Madneſs, and the loſs of Fame, 5 
With conſcious Thought, and Senſe of ſecret Shame ; 
Then call'd aloud three times Aua, Name, 960 
The Trojan knew the Voice, and to the Challenge came; 
Thus with a joyful Heart, Great Fove, he ſaid, 

And thou, bright Phaæbus, now to Arms perſuade 

This boaſting Challenger: He ſaid no more, 

But with his dreadful Spear, mounted before, 985 
He haſtens to Mexentius, who thus cries, 

Thou threat'ſt in vain, the murther'd Lauſus lies 
Extended on the Strand; this was, I own, 

The only way that 1 cou'd be undone. 

I fear not Death, but partial Fate defic z 970 
Ceaſe to inſult, for I come here to die. 

Howe“ er, I'll give thee this before I go: | 
And caſt a whizzing Dart upon his Foe 0 
Then plies his Hand, and doubles on his Blow: 

This way and that he wheels his Horſe around, 975 
And ſwiftly traverſes the duſty Ground; 

«/Eneas? Golden Shield the Strokes ſuſtain, 

Whilſt he caſts Darts on ev'ry fide in vain. 


Three 
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Three times the Trejan all his Force withſtood, 

And bore upon his Shield an Iron Wood : 990 
* Vex*d with delay, and now impatient grown 

Thus to defend without proceeding on; 

At laſt o'erpower'd with an unequal Force, 

He plucks a Spear, and darts it at his Horſe; 

Jnſt in the Temples did the Launce remain, ) 985 
Gauling the Steed with more than mortal Pain, 0 
Who bounds, and riſing beats the Alr in vain; 

Then backwards tumbles from his frantick Height, 

And caſts his Rider with oppreſſive Weight. 


From both the Armies mingled Shouts ariſe, 990 


Trojans and Latins echo to the Skies. 

nean quickly brandiſhes his Sword; 

And to him utters this diſdainful Word: 

Now where are proud Mexentiu“ Threats? and where 


His haughty Words? are they all loſt in Air? 995 


He ſtrugling hard for Breath, at laſt replies, 

My bitter Foe, why doſtthoutyrannize? ' 

Why threaten Death to him who fcorns his Fate? 
Death's no Diſcredit, though unfortunate. 


But to my Lauſ#s? Death my Life reſign'd; 

When he expir'd, my Paſſport too was ſign'd. 

Nor ask I Life, I'm ſure my Son ne*er made 

Such Terms for me; but if 1 cou'd perſuade 

My conqu”ring Foe to grant me my Requeſt; 1005 
I beg a Grave to give me peaceful Reſt, 


I came not here a Victory to find, * f 


To 
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To ſcreen me from the furious Rage of thoſe, 

That from my Subjects axe become my Foes : 

Grant me but this, and I contenteddie, 

Oh ! let me by my much-lov'd Lauſws lie. 1610 
Then to his Throat apply'd the fatal Steel, 

And drench'd his Arms by his own bloody Will. 


The End of the Tenth Book. 
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The CONTENTS. 


Next Day the Conqueror neas erefts a Trophy 
to Mars (the God of War) of Mezentius's Spoils. 
He ſends the Body of Pallas to Evander at Pal- 
lantium (ſince called Rome) with Ceremony, 
nobly attended by a great Convoy, where it is 

received with all the Expreſſions of Grief and 
Sorrow by the old King Evander. Ambaſſadors 
come to /Eneas from Latinus, and obtain a 
Truce of Twelve Days; which time both Ar- 


mies 
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mies employ to bury their Dead, every Nati- 
on after their own Rites, Venulus (who was 
ſent Ambaſſador to Diomede) returns to La- 
tinus, and declares there is no hope of Aſſiſtance 
from that Prince.Latinus diſappointed of hisE x- 
pettation, calls an Aſſembly of the Italian Con- 
Federate Princes, and declares his own Opinion, 
of ſending Ambaſſadors to treat with Aneas 
for Peace. Drances ſeconds the King, and in- 
weighs againſt Turnus, as the Author of - 
War : Which Turnus anſwers ſmartly and 
bravely, and profſers to fight with ZEnecas Hand 
to Hand, to redeem all. While they contend 4- 
mong themſelves, the News is brought that 
ZEneas had ſent his Light Horſe through the 
Plains toward Laurentum, aud had marched 
with the groſs of his Army a nearer way thro' 
the Hills to reach the Town. Turnus ander- 
ſtanding Fneas's Deſign, likewiſe divides his 
Army intwo, and ſends his Cavalry under the 
Command of Camilla and Meſſapus, to oppoſe 
the Trojan and Arcadian Hor/e. Ihen with 
the Remainder of the Army he ſeizes the Fa. 
ſes among the Hills, and reſolves to lie in Am- 
buſh for Aneas. Diana foreſees the Death of 
Camilla, but cannot prevent it. She calls O- 
pis, one of her Nymphs, tells her the Story of 
Camilla's Birth and Education, and ſends her 
arm'd with her own Bow and Arrows to re- 
* wenge Camilla's Death. The Cavalry of both 
ſedes engage in alloody Fight, wherein Camilla 
performs wondrous Actions; but is kill'd by 
young Aruns. Opis kills Aruns, The Rut. 
lians are diſorder'd by the Death of Camilla, 
and fly from the Fight. The ſad News being 


brought 
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brought to Turnus by Acca, one of Camilla's 

Companions, he quits the Paſſes in the Hills to 

relieve his fainting Troops, and at the ſame 

time Æneas comes to the Field of Battel with 

his Army: The Night hinders a general En- 

gagement; both Armies encamp and entrench 
\ themſelves before the Town of Laurentum. 


oo eas the Night was paſt, and from 
mie Sea 
DENA 44707 roſe and uſher d in the Day, 

.o the Gods bis Vows ad- 

dreſs d, 

Though Deaths and fun ral Rites his Soul oppreſs'd, 

And Grief for Pallas* Fate his Mind poſſeſs'd, 5 

Firſt then he plac'd upon a riſing Ground 
A lofty Oak, to whoſe lopp'd Stem he bound 


Mex ent ius Spoils; his ſanguine Creſts appear, 1 
And crown the Trophy to the God of War. \ 
The bloody Corſlet, pierc'd with many a Wound, 10 1 
And broken Darts and Spears the Trunk ſurround. | * 
His Sword, adorn'd with Ivory, he ty*d Se 
Around the Neck, the Buckler to his ſide: 17 
e/Eneas* joyful Captains guard him round, | V. 
To whom he ſpoke within the circl'd Ground. 1s | Th 
A noble Deed's atchiey*d, all Fear from hence! He 
For what remains, Spoils of a mighty Prince; J 1s | 
Mexentius' Spoils our firſt Alarms adorn, Mu 
which from that yanquiſh'd King my Hands have torn. Ane 
| « Now | * 


ve h 
= 7 . ry 
i Y 4 
* 4 
= \ 
* | 
. < * 
l - 


————ͤ 
K . —˙¾ 


mmi 


Book XI. ANETS. 


Now *gainſt Laurentum and its King prepare 
Your cheerful Minds ; preſume ſucceſsful War. 
Leſt any Ignorance or Doubts pretend, 

Soon as the Gods auſpicious Omens ſend, 

Let neither Sloath nor Fear make any flow 

To move our Standards *gainſt the Latian Foe : 
But firſt our flaughter'd Friends inter with Care, 
The only Honour which their Shades can ſhare. 
Go, haſte, he ſaid, on theſe brave Souls beſtow 
Laſt Gifts, and Duties we their Merit owe : 
Conqueſt and Glory on their Ghoſts attend ; 
To ſad Evander firſt young Pallas ſend, 

Whom cruel Fate dooms to the filent Tomb, 
Mature in Worth ev'n in his Ages Bloom. 
Then to the Gates «/£neas paſt, and wept, 
Where old Acetes Pallas“ Body kept 

Inſtrucer of his Youth, who heretofore 

With more Succeſs Evander's Armour bore. 
The Trojan and Arcadian Youths around 


With Phrygian Dames in Tears their Hair unbound, 


Soon as they ſaw the Prince they all cry out, 

They beat their Breaſts and raiſe a doleful Shout. 

When he beheld the loyely Pallas dead, 

The gaping Wound and his ſupported Head, 

He wept. Ohhapleſs Youth ! Aua, cry'd, 

Is Fortune kind to me in all beſide ? 

Muſt thou not live to ſee «£ncas? Reign, 

And wreath'd in Triumphs view thy Sire again? 
er.. 1 „ 
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When in his Arms my kind Farewel he preſs'd, 

© Not thus Ipromis'd on Evander's Breaſt ; 
When, ſending me to Empire, he foretold 

Me fierce Alarms with Foes were brave and bold. 
Alas! how much deceiv'd? how much in vain 
His Vows, his Hopes, and fruitleſs Victims lain ? 
Behind this Youth in mournful Pomp we move, 
No more a Subject to the Pow'rs above. 

Ah hapleſs Father! muſt thou this behold ? 

This the Return and Triumphs I foretold ? 

Ah boaſted Truſt ! yet no ignoble Scar, 

Evander, (ſhall upbraid his Fame with thy Deſpair. 
Auſonian Realms their Safety here reſign : 
Theirloſs, and ah! Iulus, what is thine? 

When he had thus bewail'd, he then commands 
The fun'ral Pomp to march: from all his Bands 
He choſe a thouſand Men in Arms to ſend, 

And pay the lateſt Honours to his Friend ; 

© To ſhare the Father's Tears; a ſmall Relief, 
© Yet well becoming ſad Evander's Grief. 
Others prepare the Bier, and haſte to join 


The Crab-Tree Boughs, and Oaken Branches twine ; 


The lofty Couch all round with Leaves o' erſhade, 
In this, on Straw, the Princely Youth is laid. 
Like Pinks and Lillies, which young Virgins pull, 
Not quite decay'd, nor blooming to the full, 
Through want of Moiſture languiſhing and dull. 
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Two purple Robes, with Gold embroider'd o'er, 75 
«/Eneas brings z theſe Dido heretofore 

Had ſtitc|*d with Gold, for him with Pleaſure made; 
With one he cloath'd the Body ; on the Head, 8 
And Hair, was to be burnt, the other ſpread. 

With theſe the Spoils gain'd from the Latian Foe, 80 
Then made the Prey at length in order go. 

The Horſe and Arms Pallas in Battel gain'd, 

He adds to thoſe, with Captive Youths all chain'd : 
Their Hands behind their Backs, and doom'd to fall 

A Sacrifice at Palla: Funeral. 85 
Trophies of Arms the chief Commanders bear, 
Inſcrib'd with Names of thoſe whoſe Arms they were. 
Acætes next, in Tears and Sorrows drown'd, 

Supported walk' d; ſometimes upon the Ground - 

He proſtrate fell, beating his throbbing Breaſt, 90 
Tearing his Hair, with Years and Cares oppreſs'd. 
Chariots were driv'n, ftain'd with Rutulian Gore; 
Athon, young Pallas? Horſe, no Trappings wore, 

© But walk'd along a flow and ſullen Pace, 

© Tears in great Drops fell rolling down his Face: 53 
Some Pallas Lance and glitt'ring Helmet bear, 

His other Arms fell to the Victor's Share. 

The Trejans and the Tyrrhens drown'd in Tears, 

Th” Arcadians laſt, who trail dejected Spears. 


The gloomy Pomp thus paſs'd, «Aneas ſtood, 100 
After a heavy Groan he call'd aloud. 
17 3 Such 


714 VIRGIL” Book XI. 


Such Fate of War our Preſence calls elſewhere, 

Requires our Mourning and our pious Care. 

Farewel, dear Prince, eternally farewel : 

In endleſs Reſt let mighty Pallas dwell. 105 
This ſaid, he to the Trojan Fortreſs went. 

Ambaſſadors, from King Latinus ſent, 

Were there arriv'd with Olive Branches crown'd, 

To beg dead Bodies ſcatter'd on the Ground 

By chance of War, and that they might have leave, 110 

To throw their ſlain Companions in a Grave 

They could not think he with the Dead made War, 

And pray he would his Hoſts and Allies ſpare. 

Since what they ask'd could hardly be deny'd, 

The brave /£neas granting, thus reply'd. 115 

What Madneſs has the Latin“ Minds poſſeſs'd, 

Toriſe in Arms againſt their Trojan Gueſt ? 

© Peace for the Slain you crave, that I would give, 

_ © Which I would freely grant to thoſe who live: 

I came not hither of my own deſign, 120 

The Fates ordain'd this Land for me and mine j 

Nor gainſt the Latins fight: Your King deny'd 

My Friendſhip, and on Turnu, Arms rely'd. 

If Turnus thinks by Arms to end the War, 

And thruſt the Trojans hence, 'tis juſter far 125 

He ſhould expoſe his ſingle Life in Fight, 

And Hand to Hand with me diſpute his Right. 

One of the Two ſhall live ſecure from Harm, 

By Fate protected, or the ſtrongeſt Arm. 


But 
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But you may freely go as you deſite, 130 
For your dead Friends prepare their Fun'ral Fire. 
When he had ſaid, th' Ambaſſadors amaz'd 
© Look'd ſilent round, and on each other gaz'd. 
The eldeſt, Drances, who ſtill bore a Spight 
To Turnus, and ne&er thought him in the right, 135 
said to AÆueas; Prince of mighty Name, 
* Whoſe brave Atchievements far exceed your Fame, 
How ſhallI to the Skies your Virtue raiſe ? 
Extol your Juſtice, or your Valour praiſe ? 
* We grateful for your Favour ſhall relate 140 
© Your Condeſcenſions to the Latine State: | 
And when kind Stars the happy Means ſhall find, 
Shall ſtrive to make you King Latinus Friend, 
Let Turnus, if he pleaſe, chooſe new Allies. 
We ſhall the more our Hands and Shoulders prize, 145 
To raiſe thoſe Ramparts which the Fates have giv'n, 
And build the Trojan Walls aſſign'd by Heav'n. 
All his Collegues aſſent to what he ſaid, 
And then a Truce for twice ſix Days they made, 
Mean while on Hills the Trojans kindly greet 150 
The Latins, who in Woods, as Friends, the Trojans meet: 
Sharp Axes on tall Mountain-Aſhes ſound, 
And lofty Pines fall on the trembling Ground; 
Wedges cleave Oaks, ſweet Cedars are o'erthrown, 
And Elms make Carts beneath the Weight to groan. 155 
Fame, which before the joyful Tidings brought 
That brave young Pallas conquer'd as he fought, 
SF 3 Now 
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Now flies before, and to Evander bears 

Sad News, which drown'4d his Court and Town in Tears. 
Crowds of Arcadians at the Entry ſtaad, 160 
Each Man a Fun'ral Flambeau in his Hand, 

As wont, in Lanes, enlighten the Ways and Ground, 
The Fields diſcov'ring a vaſt diſtance round: 

To theſe the Trojans, marching on a Line 

Came up, and with them mournful Squadrons join. 165 
When Matrons in the Court this Pomp deſcry, 

Their Cries and Howlings through the City fly. 

Ev ander's Sorrow could not be withſtood, 

Who, ruſhing to the midſt of all the Crowd, 

On Palla“ Corps (as they ſet down the Bier) 170 
Fell, and embrac'd it, as he would grow there; 
Wreſtling with Sorrow, groan'd, at 1. he broke 

The Silence Grief produc'd, then weeping ſpoke, 

Pallas, you broke your Word, to take due Care 

Not to engage too raſhly in the War; | 175 
I knew the Fire of Youth! What can allay 

The Thirſt of Glory in the firſt Eſſay ? 

Oh hard beginning of ſucceeding War ! 

Fatal Eſſay, no God hath heard my Pray*s ! 

Dear Partner of my Bed, bleſs'd you are gone, 180 
And left poor me to bear this Grief alone, + 

To vanquiſh Nature, and out-live my Son. 

Had the Rutulian Darts transfix'd this Heart, 

Becauſe in Arms took the Trojans part; 


With 
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Without a Grudge I had my Life reſign'd, 185 
And then this Pomp had been for me deſign'd. 

I, nor the Trans, nor the Treaty blame, 

Or that as Gueſts within my Walls you came: 

My cruel Fortune had reſetv'd this Blow 

To plague my Age; but ſince my Son muſt go, 190 
In his untimely Fate, I Comfort ſhare, 

He led the Trojans to the Latin War. 
Thouſands of Volſcians flaughter'd by his Side, 
And as he nobly liv'd he bravely dy'd. 
e/Eneas and the Tuſcans do this Day 195 
Your Funeral Rites with ſo much Honour pay; 

I ſhould be wanting to my ſelf and Friend, 

Should 1 a greater Funeral Pomp intend ; 

The Trophies which they ſend your Valour tell, 

The Spoils of thoſe your Arm ſent down to Hell. 200 
Yours Turnus ſhould a mighty Trophy raiſe, 

Had Palla, Strength been equal, or his Days. 
Unhappy I my lov'd Revenge delay, 

While Tears the Trojans from the Army ſtay : 


Return, brave Friends, and to your King relate, 


205 
If 1 ſurvive and bear my Pallas“ Fate; 

If I in irkſome Life unwilling pauſe, 

Tell him his Valour is the only Cauſe. 

Proud Turnus“ Life's the Victim can alone 

A Father's Grief for ſuch a Son atone : 210 


Bloody Revenge is now the only thing 
Fate has reſery'd'to pleaſe me or your King; 
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AH other Joys I hate, but when I go 
I would theſe Tidings bear to Palla“ Ghoſt below. 
% Aurora now diſpelPd the Shades of Night, 215 
Unwelcome Toils reſtores with welcome Light ; 
% The Trojan King and T»ſcan Prince command 
% To raiſe great Piles upon the winding Strand, 
Where both the Bodies of their dead convey 
To doleful Fires, after their Countrey's way, 220 
Thick Smoak and tow*ringFlames obſcure theDay. 
Glitt'ring in Arms the Horſe and Foot ſurround 
The Fires three times; with Tears bedew the Ground, 
And ftrew with Jav'lins; raiſe a mournful Cry; 
Their Groans and Trumpets clangour pierce the Sky: 225 
Some Helmets, ſhining Blades, Bits, rapid Wheels 
Throw *midſt the Flames, the ſlaughter' d Latins Spoils. 
Some welcome Preſents on their dead beſtow 
Their Shields, and unſucceſsful Jay'lins throw; 
Thouſands of Victims at the Altars fall, 230 
Bullocks and briſtly Swine, Sheep ſnatch'd from all 
The neighb' ring Grounds, amidſt the Flames expire: 
The Troops beheld their Fellows burnt with Fire, 
Along the Shore keep dying Fires in fight, 
Nor could be drawn from thence till humid N wn 23s 
Spangl'd the Heav'ns all oe*x with twinklingLight. ) 
* The afflicted Catins with like pious Care 

% Piles without number for their Dead prepare; 
Some thro? the neighb'ring Fields in Earth arethrown, 
Some of more Note they carry to the Town ; 249 

| The 
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The vulgar Heap conſumes amidſt the Flames, 
Without regard to Number or to Names. 

In flaming Piles, both Sides with other vie 
When the third Morning lighten'd all the Sky, 
Whate'er deyouring Flames left unconſum'd, 
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They Bones and Aſhes in warm Earth entomb'd. 


But in Laurentum Sorrow moſt appears, 
In all the mournful Pomps of Grief and Tears : 
Here Mothers, Siſters, Sons, their Loſs bemoan, 
Afflicted Widows for their Husbands groan ; 
Curſe horrid War, at Turnus Marriage rage, 
And loudly cry, Let him alone engage, 
Since he pretended to the chief Command 
Of Kingly Sway o'er th' Avſonian Land. 
Drances foments the Tumult, and declares, 
Turnus alone ſhould terminate the Wars. 
Others for Turnus plead, Amata's Name 
Supports his Intereſt with his warlike Fame. 
During theſe Jars, while theſe Diſſenſions burn, 
Latinu.* (ad Embaſſadors return, 


This Anſwer brought: Their Pains could not avail, 


That neither Pray*rs nor Preſents could preyail ; 
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That from elſcwhere they muſt their Succours bring, 


Or make a Treaty with the Trojan King. 
The News bereaves Latina of his Senſe: 
Hua fatal Pow'r and Influence, 


265 


The Anger of the Gods, theſe Funeral Fires, declare 


That Fate aſſiſts the Trojans in the War, 


He 
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© He calls a full Aſſembly. ſummons all 

© The Latian Princes to the Council Hall, 270 
© They ſoon obey, and crowd the Streets which lead 

© Upto the Palace: He the firſt crown'd Head, 

And eldeſt of the Princes who were there, 

With Grief diſorder'd, mounts the Royal Chair. 
Latinus bids th* Embaſſadors relate 27s 
Tydides* Anſwer to the Latian State. 

Silence commanded, Venulus obey'd 

Latinus Orders, and aloud thus (aid, 

We have perſorm'd our Journey, and paſt through 


The Dangers of the way enjoin'd by you; 280 


We ſaw great Diomedes, who commands 

The Grecian Troops, and touch'd the Royal Hands 
By which proud Iſium fell. He Argyripa builds, 
Nam'd from his Countrey in the Gargan Fields, 


Brought to his Preſence, we the Gifts preſent, 235 


Told who we were, and why to Argos ſent 3 
He favourably heard what we had ſaid, 
Then with a graceful Look this Anſwer made. 
Happy Auſonians, People who poſleſs | 
Old Saturn's Empire, if you know your Bliſs, 299 
What cruel Fortune drives you to engage? 
What Fury prompts you Wars unknown to wage? 
All we, who Priam*s Empire durſt deſtroy, 
I name not thoſe fell at the Walls of Troy, 
Nor thoſe in Simois rapid Current drown'd, 295 
For that Offence ſuch Puniſhments have found; 
O'er 
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Haunted with horrid Spe&res ev'ry where; 
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O'er all the World compell'd by angry Fove, 

If Priam liv'd it might his Pity move; 

Witneſs Minerva's Storms, the Grecians loſt 

On Sands and Rocks near the Eubzan Coaſt : 300 
Who ' ſcap'd the Danger of the Trojan War 

Were thrown on diyers Countries here and there. 
Fair Helen's Husband lives in Baniſhment, 

To the laſt Bounds of /£2yptr's Kingdom ſent, 
Ulyſſes ſaw the dreadful Cyclops* Cell, 

I need not name by whom King Pyrrhus fell, 
Nor why Deucalion's Son his Kingdom loſt, 

The Loeri through vaſt diſtant Regions toſt, 
«Atrides in his Palace loſt his Life, 

By curs'd Contrivance of his cruel Wife. 

The Conqueror of Aſia was o'ercome 

By the Adulterer's Sword when he came Home, 
Ev'n I my ſelf, debar'd by heay*nly Pow'rs, 

To ſee my once loy'd Wife, or Ca/y4ana*s Tow'rs ; 


305 


315 
My Friends transform'd to Birds, cut thro' the Air, 


(Ah cruel Puniſhments !) round Floods they fly, 
The Cliffs and Rocks reſound their doleful Cry. 
What could I hope but theſe or greater Harms, 
Since I attack'd immortal Gods in Arms, 
Wounding fair Venus? Hand ? ------ 

Oh! do not then perſuade me to embrace 

A League conttiv'd againſt the Trojan Race, 


320 


With 
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With them, ſince Ilium fell, I fight no more, | 

Nor think, nor boaſt of Miſchiefs done before: 325 

The Preſents which to me from Home you bring, 

Beſtow them better oa the Trojan King ; 

Believe I try'd his Arms in bloody Fields, 

Ev'n Hand to Hand, know with what Strength he 
wields F 

His pondrous Shield, and with what Force he throws 330 

Through Air, his winged Jav'lin 'gainſt his Foes, 

Had two ſuch more in Iliam's Walls been found, 

They had begun the War, and to the Ground | 

The Grecian Towns had burnt ; the Scale had turn'd ; | 

The Trojans triumph'd then, the Greeks had mourn'd, 335 

All the Reſiſtance which the Trojans made, | 

| When they the War for ten long Years delay'd, 

| They ow*d to Hector's and Ænea, Hand, | 

| Equal in Courage, equal in Command. 

| The laſt in Piety excelPd by far; | In 


Make Friendſhip, if you can, but have a care 

Not to engage the Trojans to the War. 

Great King, this Anſwer Diomedes made, 

You have his thoughts of War. Scarce had he ſaid, 

\f Diſcording Murmurs through th' Aſſembly roſe, 345 

As when a rapid Torrent overflows, 

Stop'd by encountring Rocks the Floods reſound 

With dreadful Noiſe, and ſhake the Banks around. 

| Their Minds appeas'd, Latinus from his Throne 

Invok'd the Pow'rs above, and thus begun, 350 
| Latins, 
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Latins, 1 wiſh the Buſineſs of the State 
„% Had been reſoly'd, before it was too late, 
It better were for you, for me, and all, 
Than to conſult the Foes ſo near the Wall. 
We have begun a moſt uneaſie War 
Againſt a Race Divine, whom Toil, nor Care, 
Nor Loſs can daunt, invincible and brave, | 
The Hopes you had, th' Affiftance which you crave 
From Diomedes Arms you may lay by, 
Let each for Hope upon himſelf rely: 160 
Nor is it hard to ſee that Hope is ſmall, 
When univerſal Ruin threatens afl. 
You have before you all that's dear to Man, 
6 163 


35s 


I none accuſe, you do what Valour can, 

The Nation fought the Battels few began. 

Attention give, I ſhall in ſhort impart 

Some Thoughts which labour in my doubtful Heart. 

I have a Tra& of Land which Tyber bounds, 

Stretch'd on the Weſt to the Sicilian Grounds ; 

© The Plains Auruncan and Natulians till, 370 
And feed their Cattel on the graſſy Hill, 

For Peace, this with the Wood-Lands I reſign: 

Let's with the Trojans in one Empire join. 

There let them dwell, build Cities if they pleaſe, 

But if they think it fit to croſs the Seas 374 
In ſearch of other Seats, and leave our Shore, 

Let us provide them twenty Ships or more; 
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If they ſhall want, Materials ready lie, 

They ſhall the Form, the Tackle we, ſupply. 

To bear this Meſlage, and conclude a Peace, 380 

Let's ſend a hundred Princes of our Race, 

Who to Anca, Olive-Boughs ſhall bear, 

With Gifts, and Gold, a purple Robe and Chair, 

The Enſigns of our Pow'r: Reſolve with ſpeed 

What may relieve your ſinking Countrey's Need. 385 
Then Drances, ſpiteful even to Turnus“ Name, 

Envy'd his Glory and traduc'd his Fame; 

Pow'rful in Wealth, more pow'rful with his Tongue, 

A great Caballer with the giddy Throng ; | 

A downright Stateſman, in adviſing bold, 390 

But in Performance impotent and cold : 

Come from the Mother's Side of noble Blood, 

But from what Father hardly underſtood. 

He roſe, and thus purſues his dire Revenge. 

Great King, your Counſel's neither new nor ſtrange; 395 

All know whar's wanting to the common Good, 

And whiſper what they dare not tell aloud, 

Would Turnus give us liberty to ſpeak, 

Or quell his Pride ; for his unlucky ſake 

So many Laine Captains lifeleſs lie, 400 


N ay, I will ſpeak, though by his Hand I die. 
% His partial Actings drown our Town in Tears, 


But all his Brav'ry by his Flight appears. 
© To all the Preſcnts you propoſe to ſeud, 
Add this, to make the Trojan King your Friend, 403 


Give 
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Give him the fair Lavinia for his Bride, 
This Royal Match for your loy'd Child provide: 
Then let no Pow'r reſtrain, or change your Mind, 
This Tie alone a laſting Peace can bind. 
But if the Awe of Turnus be ſo great, 410 
We all conjure him, let us all intreat, 
He wonld his private Intereſt ſubmit, 
And let Latinus act as he thinks fit. 
Why daily thus in cruel Wars expoſe 
Afflicted Latians to the Trojan Foes ? 415 
Source of the Woe torments th? Italian Race, 
No Hope in War, we all intreat for Peace, 
And pray that Turnus would that Pledge reſign; 
In which our Peace and Safety both combine”; 
Ev'n I the firſt, whom you eſteem your Foe 420 
(And ſuch 1 am, if you but think me ſo) 
Thus at your Feet a Suppliant I come; 
Vity your Friends, be calm, forc'd hence, go Home, 
We ſaw too much of Slaughter in our Rout, 
And waſted all the Countrey round abont : 425 
If Glory tempt, aud Courage, which you own, 
If you are bent to mount Latinus Throne, 5 
So meet your Rival in the Field alone. 
Muſt we, to purchaſe you a Royal Wife, 
Like abje& Fools, unpity'd, loſe our Life? 439 
Unbury'd lie, and cover all the Plain? 
If you haye Heart, or if your Breaſt contain 
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Ought of your Father's Valour, leave theſe Walls, 
And look your Rival in the Face, he calls. 

Theſe Words ſet Turnus raging Soul on fire; 435 
After a Groan, Forerunner of his Ire, 
Drances, he ſaid, is always in the right, 
Then to talk moſt when it is time to fight. 
When Council's call'd, the firſt of all the Lords, 
The Hall you enter, that reſounds your Words, 40 
Which from your flocid Lips ſecurely flow, 
* While Walls and bloodleſs Moats keep out the Foe. 
As you are wont, now eloquently rave, 
Call me a Coward, and my Valour brave: 
Since your Right Hand ſo many Trejans kill'd, 445 
And all our Fields with warlike Trophies fill'd, 
Come, Drances, your heroick Valour try, 
vou have not far to ſeek the Enemy; 
The Foe's at hand, encamp'd around the Walls, 
Let's go. What? linger now when Glory calls? 456 
Muſt ſtill your Courage in your talking lie, 
And flying ſwiftly from the Enemy? | 
I forc'd from hence, baſe Villain! who dare ſay 
(With Juſtice) I was forc'd to run away? 
who ſees the bloody Tyber ſwell the Main 455 
And all the Hopes of King Evander's ſlain: 
Arcadians diſarm'd ; ſure 8itias has not found, 
A thouſand more ſent to the Stygian Sound, 
Nor mighty Pandar, that I ran away, 
When ſhut in Walls I conquer'd for a Day. 
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You ſay there is no Safety in the War; 

Go, to your ſelf and Trojans preach this Fear ! 

Fill all with Tumult, with big Words expreſs 

Twice eonquer'd Phrygians praiſe, make Latins leſs ; 

Tell how the Myrmidons the Trojans dread, 46s 

With great Achilles and bold Diomedr. 

The Trojan Name does ſo much Terror bear, 

Italian Rivers backward run for fear. | 

See how the Coward feigns to be afraid 

Of my Reproof: Thou need'ſt not be diſmay'd. 470 

Do not aſperſe me with ſo baſe a Lie, 

By this Right Hand Drances can never die: 

Your abje& Soul no vilet Seat can find, 

Than when it is in your own Breaſt confin'd, 

Father, I come to you and your Affairs: 475 

If no more Hope from Turms Arms appears, 

By all abandon'd, fled beyond Reſource, 

So gone, that Fortune cannot change her Courſe, 

Let's beg for Peace, our uſeleſs Arms forego. 

Oh! could we now our wonted Valour ſhow ! 480 

Thrice happy, brave Aſexentius, great's your Fame ; 

Rather than be a Witneſs to our Shame, 

You nobly fell, kill'd by a mighty Wound, 

Grov'ling in Blood and Gore you gnaw'd the Ground. 

If we fill Wealth and youthful Troops command, 485 

If to our Aid Italian Cities ſtand : 

Since Trojans do not bloodleſs Glory gain, 

The Loſs is equal, and they have their Slain, 0 
| S 3-4- Why: 


128 VIR G11 Book XI. 


Why fear, when we nave ſcarce begun to fight? | 
Why e' er the Charge is ſounded think of Flight > 450 
Revolving Time ſhifts Scenes of Toil and Fate, 
And in a Night ſwells grov'ling Mortals great: 
Others, her Scorn, from Fortune's height caſt down, 
Again more glorious mount the teddy Throne. 
Tydides has refus d to aid the King, 401 
Meſſapus and Tolumnixe their Aſſiſtance bring 3 
Beſides the Fame and Glory which attend, 
| Choſen Chiefs the Latine and Lawrentins ſend. 
The brave Camilla gallant Squadrons heads, 
Which ſhe from noble Volſcians Countrey leads. goo 
If me to ſingle Fight the Foe demand, 
And you agree, ſhall 1 alone withſtand 
The common Good? Is Conqueſt ſtrange or new? 
That 1 ſhould ought refuſe that Man can do 0 
For ſuch a Prize, and ſo much Glory too ? 5og5 
Nay, ſhould'1 find Achilles, I would go, 
Though arm'd by Vicar, moet the Trojan Foe . 
K Turnus, here devote my Life and Blood, 
Second to none in all that's great or good, | 
For you, my Father, for the State and all, 310 
Eneas calls me only ; let him call | > 
Rather than Drances ſhare my Glory or my Fall. 
Whilſt they with Heat for doubtful Matters ſtrove, 

/Eneas? warlike Troops their Camp remove. 
The News, with hurry thro' the Court conyey'd, 313 
With Fear and Tumult the whole Town diſmay'd ; 

: That 


That now the Trejan Troops in Battel ſtood, 

Join'd with the Tyrrhens near to Ds Flood, 

And cover'd all the Plain: Theſe Tidings fire 

The giddy Crowd, and thoughtleſs Rage inſpire: 526 
Some run to Arms, the Young breathe only War, 

The Old in Silence wiſely hide their Care: 

From all their various Inclinations riſe 

Diſorder'd Clamours through reſounding Skies; 

Like Noiſe of Birds, of diff rent Kinds, in Woods, s WE: 
Or Swans complaining on Po's fiſhy Floods. 

Here Turnus ſnatch'd th' Occaſion; Friends, he calls, s 
© Now, when the Foc in Arms approach our Walls, 
Now is it time to treat, and to advife, 

To ſit in Council, and look gravely wiſe 2 

This ſaid, he from the lofty Hall retites 

To arm the Vo!ſcian Troops Voluſus he requires: 
Bring up, he faid, all the Netulian Force, 

Meſſap#: and your Brother, poſt the-Horſe 

O'er all the Fields; ler ſome the Paſſes guard 
Lead to the Town, fome on the Walls keep Ward. 
Let all the reſt upon my Steps attend, 

Ready to move whereer my Orders ſend. 


Straight to the Ramparts from the Town they run, ; 


530 


SIS 


Latinus breaks up Council, leayes undone, 
For fitter times, the mighty Things begun, 
Blaming himſelf that ever he deny'd 

The fair Lavinia for /Enear? Bride, 


540 


Some 
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Some a deep Ditch before the Entry ſink, 
And ſome plant Paliſado's on its Brink : $45 
The Signal to the War ſhrill Trumpets ſound, 
Women and Children throng the Ramparts round. 
Extremities of War all Labours join. 
The Queen is carry'd to dread Palla. Shrine; 
With her a Train of rev*rend Matrons go, 550 
With fair Lavinia, Cauſe of all this Woe; 
She carry'd Gifts, her Eyes fix'd on the Ground, 
The Matrons Incenſe all the Temple round. 
Juſt at the Entry ſad Amata pray'd, 
And thus to Pallas (who rules. Battels) ſaid, $55 
Great Goddeſs, break the Trojan Spoiler's Spear, 


* 


And with his Blood our lofty Gate beſmeat. 1 
Now eager Turnus for the Fight prepares, * 
His brawny Back Retulian Armour bears ; 8 
* Adorn'd with Scales of Braſs, Cuiſhes infold 360 F 
His manly Thighs, all damask'd o'er with Gold; A 
He girt his Sword, his Head as yet was bare, A 
Goes from the Caſtle glitt'ring ev'ry where, 0 1 
His noble Thoughts anticipate the War. 1 
As ſome brave Coutſer who has broke his Reins, 36 1 
Freed from his Keepers, ranges o'er the Plains, w I v 
And grazing Mares purſues in Meads and Woods, if 
Or ſwiftly runs to waſh in well known Floods; WY 
Toſling his wanton Head, he jumps and neighs, Sh 


His curled Mane on's Neck and Shoulders plays. $70- | T] 
Camilla nu: 
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Camilla then, who led the Volſeian Band, 
Met Turnus in the Gate and made a ſtand; 
The Queen, and all her Train leap'd on the Ground, 
And quit their Horſe with Reverence profound, 
Camilla ſaid, Great Turnus, if it's juſt 375 
The brave in Merit or in Valour truſt, 
My Troops and I dare face the Trojan Foe, 
And both *gainſt them and the fierce Tyrrhens go; 
Grant me the firſt Aſſault where Danger calls, 
You with your Infantry defend the Walls. 546 
Turns with Wonder view'd the daring Maid! 
O Glory of Halian Race! he ſaid, 
*Tis hard e' en to expreſs the Thanks 1 owe, 
Deſery'd Return much harder to beſtow. 
But ſince your Soul all Dangers of the War 33s 
So far ſurmounts, with me the Labour ſhaze : 
Fame, and my Scouts, relate «£z:49 gone 
A nearer way, through Hills, to reach the Town ; 
And ſent a Party of Light-Horſemen, out 
To ſcow'r the Fields, and ravage all about. 390 
I have prepar'd ſome Men in Arms to lay 
In Ambuſh in a Wood, ſunk in away 
Where two Paths lead; you all your Volſcian Force 
Join with my Troops againſt the Tyrrhen Horle 3 
Meſſapus Troops and the Tyburtin Band, $95 
Shall theſe ſuſtain, all under your Command. 
This ſaid, he prompts Meſapus.to the War, 
Exhorts the Latine Chiefs with equal Care ; 
Then 
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© Then march'd againſt the Foes, A Valley lies | 
« Contriy'd for Ambuſh, fitted for Surptize; 609 | 
A gloomy Wood on ev'ry Hand o'crſhades, 
Into the Paſs 4 narrow Entry leads. 
O'er this an unknown Plain, upon the Hill, 
A ſure Retreat, from whence you may at will, 
From Right to Left repel the coming Foe, "Y 
From Rocks roll Stones on thoſe who march below. 
Thither young Turnus his brave Squadrons led 
Through Paths well known, and lodg'd them in the 
Shade. 

Diana high enthron'd above the Spheres, 
Swift Opis call'd, and thus began in Tears. | 6ro 
Ah Nymph ! Camilla will to Battel go, 
In vain (alas) ſhe bears my Arms and Bow: | 
Deareſt of all my Train! Nor now of late 
Our Love begins, ſprung from an older Date, | 
When Metabss, through Envy, forc'd away, 615 4 
c Expell'd Privernum for tyrannick Sway; , 


Flying, he ſnatch' d this Infant in his Arms, 1 
Companion of his Flight, and Sharer of his Harms. F 
A 


Through Woods and Hills the tender Pledge he bore, 
While Vo!ſcian Troops beſet the cover'd Shore. 620 | 
Rough Amaſenus ſtay'd him in his Flight, 
Swell'd by the Rains to an unuſual Height, 
Juſt plunging in to ſwim the angry Flood, 
He ſtop'd in Kindneſs to his darling Load: 
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His Thoughts revolve, which urg'd by Haſte and Fear, 


He ties the Infant to a knotty Spear; 626 
Wrapt in a caſe of Bark, he poiſing it thus cries, 

O chaſte Diana, Gloty of the Skies, 

Sovereign of all the Silvan Deities ! $ 
I here devote my Daughter to thy Name, 630 


Her ſpeedy Succour trom thy Arms I claim; 

Flying in Air from my rebellious Foes, 

Through fleeting Air receive her as ſhe goes. 

Then levelling his kindly Aim he threw, 

The Spear and Child o'er ſounding Billows flew: 635 

Preſs'd by the Foe he gain'd the other Side, 

Snatch'd from the Ooze my Nymph, and from the 
Lance unty'd. 

No Houſe or Town with Walls receiv'd him then, 

Nor would his fiercer Soul ſubmit to Men. 

To deſert Hills himſelf and Child b&akes, 646 

And led a Paſt'ral Life in Dens and Brakes : 

with Milk of Mares, and other Beaſts, he fed 


Her tender Lips. Soon as her Limbs could tread, 


He on her Hands Stcel-pointed Darts beſtows, 

And round her Neck a Bow and Quiyer throws. 645 
Inſtead of training Veils, or Chains of Gold, 
A Tyger's Spoils her Head and Back enfold. 
Thea from her Hands firſt childiſh Jay'lins fled, 
She threw a whirling Sling about her Head, 


* 


Strikes down a Swan or a Strymonian Crane. 650 
What Tyrrben Mothers courted her in vain 
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For ſome young Prince? Still conſtant to my Fame, 

dhe boaſts a Huntreſs and a Virgin's Name. 

Oh why would ſhe engage in ſuch a War? 

At once on Troy, and on her Goddeſs dare? 655 

She elſe might be my Darling, loy'd o'er all ; 

But ſince the Fates have doom'd Camilla's Fall, 

Haſte, fly to Earth, the Latine Coaſts ſurvey, 

Where inauſpicious Arms begin the Fray. 

Here, take my Arms, let this revenging Dart 666 

Pierce his, who dares pierce my Camilla's Heart: 

Be he of Trojan or Auſonian Line, 

His Blood muft pay for ſhedding Blood of mine. 

Wrapt in a hollow Cloud we will convey 

Her Corps intire, in native Marble lay. 665 

She ſaid, datk Clouds and whizzing Winds ſurround 

The Nymph, and whirling bear her to the Ground. 
Mean while the Trojan and Etruſcan Horſe 

© Drawn up in Squadrons of an equal Force | 

* Approach the Town; preſſing the Bit they bound, 670 

* Sectning to quit, yet keeping ftill their Ground: 

The dreadful Plains an iron Harveſt yield, 

And poliſh'd Steel glares fiercely through the Field. 


Their Troops Meſſapus, and his Brother bring, Th 
Light Latine Horſe, and brave Camilla's Wing, 677 f Fly 
Oppoſe their Front, and with couch'd Spears advance, ; 


Each Horſeman brandiſhing his pointed Lance. 
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Now Front to Front they halt, a narrow Space between, 

Fierce Eyes of Men and Horſe wound © re the Fight 
begin. | | 

Now they fall on, charge with a dreadful Cry, 680 

Thicker than Hail Shafts, Darts, and Jay'lins 5 

The murd' ring Cloud obſcuring all the Sky. 

Tyrrhenus and Acontews were the firſt 

Who their ſtrong Spears in fierce Encounter burſt, 

Their Coarſers Breaſt to Breaſt meet in the Shock, 5 


Down falls Acontess like a weighty Rock 

From Engine thrown, as kill'd by Thunder Stroke. 

Far hurry'd from his Steed, he ſtruck the Ground, 

His Life, diſſolv'd in Air, flies through the Wound. 
Their Line diforder'd Latine Squadrons fly, 696 
They fling their Bucklers, and on Speed rely. 

Trojans purſue, Aſylas at their Head, 4 

Whom running Lins to their Ramparts lead: 

When near the Gates they face about and cry, 

The Trojans, in their Turn, wheel round and fly, 695 
As when the foaming Surges of the Deep 

Ruſhing to Shore the rocky Shelvings ſweep, 

Spread the extended Flood upon the Land, 

The ebbing Tide ſucks up black 0oze and Sand, 

Flying thoſe Rocks which it o'erflow'd before, 708 
And leaves expanded the abandon'd Shore. 

he Nuruli before the Twſcans fly 

wice, and as oft purſue the Enemy 3 
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But when the third, and cloſer Fight began, = 

And Squadrons mingl'd, fighting Man to Man; 705 

Groans, Death, and Wounds attend the bloody Fray, 

Horſes and Men, torn, bruis'd, and mangl'd lay. 

Or ſilochus afraid to venture near 

*Gainſt Remulus at diſtance throws his Spear, 8 

Which ſhiv'ring ſtuck below the Courſer's Ear. J 710 

Riſing he bounds aloft, pain'd with the Wound, 

Andthrew his Rider headlong to the Ground. 

Catillus kill'd Jolas, next his Spear 

Herminius ſlew, mighty in Strength and War: 

His manly Neck and flaxen Head unarm'd, WE 

Thus lighting Wounds, thus fearleſs to be harm'd ; 

The Lance betwixt his Shoulders trembling flew, 

Doubling, through Pain, his mighty Trunk in two ; 

Black Streams of Blood upon his Armour fall: 

Death is deſpis'd, and Glory ſought by all. 729 
Camilla prides her ſelf in Blood and Rage, 

And lops one Breaſt the better to engage. 

Her nervous Hands diſtribute Darts around, 

And from her ſtrong Right Arm The deals a deadly 

Wound; 

Diana's glitt'ring Arms, and Golden Bow «Bag 

Ring ecchoing Peals of Terror to the Foe ; 

If ſhe at any time is forc'd to fly, 

Her fatal Shafts make the Purſuers die. 
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Near her, as fierce Companions of the War, 
730 


Tulla, Tarpeia, and Larina were, 

Italian Maids, who Brazen Armour bear. 

Theſe fair Camilla choſe, as the beſt Shield, 

Her Truſt at Home, and Glory in the Field ; 

Such were the Thracian Amazonian Dames, 

Who ting' d with Crimſon Dye Thermodon's Streams, 735 

Such Troops Hippolyta attend, ſuch ride | 

Round Pentheſilea's Chaiſe with Martial Pride; 

When Womens Cries rung through the crowded Plain, 

And glitt'ring Shields ſhone from the Virgin Train, 

Whom firſt or laſt didſt thou o'ercome, brave, 740 
Maid, 

What Numbers of pale Ghoſts on Earth lie ſpread, 

By thy unerring Shafts alone ſtruck dead? 

Firſt with her Spear ſhe pierc'd Eumenius thfro?, 

And from his wounded Breaſt the Purple Current flew ; 

Whole Torrents by his Mouth pervade their way, 745 

While ſtretch'd upon the Ground he biting lay; 5 

Then turnꝰ d upon his Wound, and dy'd away. 

Then Pagaſus and Liris both were flain, 

The latter ſtooping down to reach his Horſe's Rein, 

The other ſtriving to relieve his Friend, . 750 

Both headlong fall upon the burning Sand. 

Tereus, Amaſtrus next the Lances feel, 

And Chromy: ſuffers from the pointed Steel; 

As many Shafts, as the bold Maid did throw, 

So many Trojans to grim Plate goe. 755 

Aa a 2 Or- 
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Ornitus at 2 diſtance ſhe beheld 
On an Apulian Steed, without a Shield: 
Strange was the Armour that this Huater wore, 
A Bullock's Hide cover'd his Shoulders o'er ; 0 
Upon his Head a grinning Wolf he bore. 760 
The Troops he view'd with a diſdainful Eye, 
And ſtalks above em, mating with the Sky. 
But while he turn*d about this Foe to view, 
She with a dext*rous Arrow ſtruck him thro? ; 
Then triumph'd o'er the bleeding Prize, and ſaid, 763 
Thought*f thou on us, as on wild Beaſts t'have fed, > 
Yet thus regardleſs periſh by a Maid? 
This worthy thee, you in the Shades may tell, 
That by Camilla*'s conqu' ring Dart you fell. 
Butes a Trojan of Gigantick Size, 770 
Next feels the Lance, and by its Rancour dies, 
Orſfilochus then flies, and wheeling round 
T*avoid her Rage, ſhe gains the nearer Ground; 
Thendeaf to all his Fray'rs, with a huge Stroke 
she cleſt his Skull, and Bones and Armour broke, 775 
Much frighted at this ſudden cruel Sight, 
Aunus endeavour'd to retreat by Flight, 5 
Or elſe avoid the Virgin by his Slight, 
A fly Ligurian, foſter'd in deceit, 
And thought by Wiles the chaſing Queen to cheat; 780 
Then thus begins: What Brav'ry can you ſhow, 
When better mounted, to defeat your Foce? 
Light 
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Light from your Horſe, tis eaſie then to try 
A juſter way, to whom belongs the victory. 
At this incens'd with Anger and juſt Rage, 785 
She quits her Horſe, and then prepares t' engage; 
Stands ready to receive his threat*ned Blows, 
While her bright Shield with flaming Luſtre glows. 
The young Ligurian truſting to his Slight, 
Turns round his Horſe, and haſtens on his Flight; 796 * 
His Golden Spurs he buries in his Sides, | 
When thus the daring Maid his Fraud derides.' 
Poor Wretch ! what Falſboods do thy Breaſt eontain ? + 
Thy Pride, and all thy little Arts are vain ; - 
This Cheat thon neverto thy Sire ſhalt bear ; 7957 
Then ſtraight with nimble Speed ſhe cuts the yielding: 
Air, 

Out-ſtrips the Courſer, ſeizes on his Reing? - 
And acts her Rage on Aunu bleeding Veins. 
So from a Rock the Hawk with eaſe o'crflies 
A Dove, that ſoars along the cloudy Skies; 800 
Then grapples her, till from his Pounces fall 
Feathers and Blood mingled like Rain and Hail. 
Jove now, from high Olympus looking down, 
Zeholds the Fight without a Smile or Frown, - | 
While Tarchon with fierce Deeds of Rage inſpir'd, 805 
And rais'd to War with bloody Actions fir'd-z 
Mongſt laughter'd Troops he ſpurs his willing Steed, 
Aud agimates wich Words all thoſe that bleed: 

Aa a z Calls 
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Calls ev*ry Soldier by his Name, and cries, | 

Shame to the Tyrrhen Race that Honour flies, $10 

Whence comes this Fear, and whence this Cow- 

ardice ? 

To let a Woman triumph in the Field! 

Why bear you uſeleſs Arms you dare not wield ? 

To Bacchanalian Feaſts none move ſo flow, 5 
815 


Or to a Banquet, or a bawdy Show ; 
Theſe you delight in, to theſe with Pleaſure go. 
This ſaid, among the Crowd he ſpurs his Horſe, 
And VVenulus diſmounts from his by force. 

Then with his Arms he graſps his yielding Foe, 
Whoſe Armour dints beneath his furious Blow. 920 
The Army ſhouts, to Heav'n their Clangours riſe, 
While all the Latin Squadrons turn their Eyes, 8 
The furious Tarchon, like ſwiſt Lightning flies, 
Bears Man and Arms before him to the Ground, 
But breaks his Spear where he ſhou'd give the Wound, $25 
The Foe returning, he with armed Hands 
Defends his Throat, and Foxce with Force withſtands. 
So when an Eagle witch a Serpeat flies, 
Fix'din his Tallons through the lofty Skies ; 

She winds and turns, and ſtret ches out along. 
Eres her Scales and hiſſes with her Tongue; 
He grows more cruel to his ſtraggling Prey, 
And gores her deeper in his airy Way. 
So mid'ſt the Foe bold Tarchen did convey. 

- The noble Prize and bote it quite away. 
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The Troops with this Example fir'd, began, 
To rouſe their Courage and to Charge again, 
When crafty Arwns, one deſign'd by Fate, 
Did with his Dart about Camilla wait; ; 
Watching a proper time when he might try 4 
The ſafeſt way to act his Treachery. 
Where'er her Fury fierce Camilla bends, 
Aru with Speed and Secrecy attends, 
When from the Field, with conquꝰ ring tir'd, fie goes, 
He turns his Horſe about, purſues her cloſe ; 845 
Sneaks here and there, in ey*ry Corner round, 
Aud traces all her Steps from Ground to Ground, 
Till he can with his Dart ſecurely Wound. 
chloreus of Cybele the facred Prieſt, 
In Trojan Armour ſhone aboye the reſt, 8 
Mounted upon a foaming Steed, his Caſe, 
Like Feathers, was compos d of Gold and Braſs, 
u ThrianPurpleclad; he gall'dthe Foe 
With CreranShafts, ſhort from a Lycian Bow 
of pureſt Gold, of which the Helmet's made; 33 
And Saffron Colour ſhow. his Robes diſplay' d, 

| A golden Saſh about his Waſte, he wore 
10 Cuiſhes on his Thighs, his Arms all gilded o'er. 

Soon as Camilla ſaw the glorious Sight, | 

She *midft the Foes, ſingles him ont to Fight; 866 
| Thoughtleſs of Danger now, the glitt ring Prize 
Dazles at once, and bligds her brighter Eyes. 
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Camilla theſe as Trophies does deſign, 

Or elſe her ſelf in Trojan Arms to ſhine ; 

Then all her Rage with manly Force beſtows $865 
And flies with Fury *midſt the boldeſt Foes : 8 
White Aruns ſecretly his Jav'lin throws, 

And then to Heav'n wich Supplication cries ; 

Oh Phaebus / greateſt of the Deities !. 

To whom we burn whole Woods of ſacred Mine, 370 
* And to thy Glory make the Fuel ſhine, 

Then on the Aſhes, by Devotion led, 

Contemning Fire, religiouſly we tread ; 

Grant, mighty Father, the Diſhonour may 

This Day from Trejan Atms be wip'd away; 875+ 
May I no Trophies of the Virgin claim, 

© To this one Act I truſt my future Fame; 

If 1 this raging Plague of War can ceaſe, 

Tho? I return inglorious, I ſhall live in Peace. 

Apollo heard, thus:far allows his Pray?r, 830 
Tho? part was mingled with the fleeting Air, 

That brave Camilla ſnou'd by him be Mlain, . 

But he ne'er ſee his native Soil again. 

And now the hiſſing Spear cuts through the Air, 

While all Mens Eyes were caſt upon the Fair. 3635 
The Volſcian Queen, regardleſs of the Dart, 

As laſt perceives it wrankling-in her Heart. 

Her frighted Nymphs with ſpeed fly to her Aid, 

And in theix Arms they catch the Royal Maid. 
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Swifter than they the trembling Arun: flies, 390 
Finding his Fear too ſtrong for all his Joys. 

No longer in his fatal Spear confides, 

But quits the Plains and in the Mountains hides. 


So ſcouts a Wolf conſcious of what he as done, 


When bloody from the Herds-man forc'd to run, #95 

Striving to gain the Coyert of a Shade, 

That *gainſt his Foes Aſſaults may lend ſome friendly 
Aid, , 

Fearful leſt they againſt him ſhou'd prevail, 

Betwixt his Legs he claps his Coward Tail, 

So from their Eyes the trembling Arun: flies, yoo 

And in the Center of the Army ſculking lies. 

To draw the fatal Dart ſhe dying ſtrove, 

But *ewixt her Ribs the bearded Arrow cloves 

She faints, pale Death ſeals up ber ſparkling Eyes, 

While from her Cheeks the crimſon Luſtre flies. gog 

To .Acca then ſhe call'd above the reſt, 

One whom ſhe truſted moſt and lov'd the beſt. 

Ah Friends! you once have ſeen me truly Brave, 

But now Pye nothing left me but the Grave; 

Fly quick to Turnus, bear my laſt Commands, 916 

Bid him bring up his beſt Nurul ian Bands: 

The Trojan Troops now from the Town repel, 

Bid him do this with ſpeed, my Friend, farewcl. 

This ſaid, ſhe dropt her Rein, then on the Earth 

Fell down, and by degrees reſign'd her Breath, 913 

| | Her 
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Her Arms lie ſcatter'd on the bloody Plain, 
While the brave Soul departs with proud Diſdain. 
A mighty Shout ſtrikes the reſounding Skies, 
The Fight grows hotter as Camilla dies: 920 

The Trojans and the T»/cans jointly bring 

Their Troops to charge with King Evander's Wing. 
Now Oprs, fearleſs, from the Hills beheld 

The bold Encounters of the bloody Field ; 

But when ſhe view'd inſulting Youths ſurround 923- 

The brave Camilla lifeleſs on the Ground, 

She groaning ſaid: Ah Nymph | you pay too dear 

Your bold engaging in the Trojan War. 

Diana's Votreſs , naught avails you now, 

Or that o' er Lawns you bore her Lance and Bow: 530 

But yet your Goddeſs cannot let you fall 

Inglorious, Unreveng' d; Fame tells to all, 

That Man who durſt perform the bloody Deed, 

For ſhedding yours, your Murderer ſhall bleed. 

Dercennus Bones were in old Marble laid 935 

Under a lofty Hill; which Oaks o' erſhade; 

Thither in haſte the loyety Nymph retreats, 

And cloſe in Ambuſh for young Aruns waits. 

Said, as ſhe ſaw him in bright Armour ſhine, E 

Swelling with Pride, Why hence your Steps decline ? 940 

Haſte hither, take the Meed that Ibeſtow. 

Ear. brave Camille's Death from Cynthia*s Bow; 

© This 
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This Honour ſhare in Death. Then ſtrongly drew 
Till both Horns met, the winged Arrow flew 

* Whizzing through Air, at once he heard it part 
* And felt the Arrow ſticking in his Heart. 
Delug'd in Gore, groaning his laſt he lay, 5 ä 


5 


Abandon'd by his Friends on unknown Clay; 
Upward to Heay*n ſwift Opis cuts her way. 

Camilla's Troops fitſt ran, now lhe is dead; 950 
Th' amaz'd Rutuliant, bold Atinas fled ; 
The headleſs Troops for Safety ſcow'r the Field, 
And their ſwift Horſes to Laurentum wheel'd.; 
None durſt reſiſt the urging Trojans Rage, 
Or with their Fortune or their Arms engage : 955 
Their Bows unbent on languid Shoulders hung, 
And putrid Ground ſounds with the running Throng. 
Afflicted Matrons from Watch-Tow' rs deſcry 
A Cloud of Duſt which darkens all the Sky, 0 
Beating their Breaſts they raiſe a doleful Cry. 960 
The firſt by Flight who gain'd th' unfolded Gate, 
O'erpow'r'd by mingling Foes ſubmit to Fate; 
Juſt in the Entrance of the City Wall, 
In ſight of their own Houſes, Victims fall. 
Some bar the Gates, their begging Friends ſhut outs 96s 
A crue] Fight begins, a bloody Rout 
*Twixt thoſe aſſault, and thoſe defend the Town: 
Some in their Parents Preſence are thrown down 
In Moats below, puſh'd on by urging Foes, 
Some blindly force the ſolid Gate with Blows, 970 


Amidſt 
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Amidft che Fray, the Women on the Wall 
Strive all to imitate Camilla's Fall: 


Fir' d with their Countries Love, ſharp Poles, burnt Bil- 


lets throw 
Inftead of Jav'lins *gainft the Trojan Foe, 
Eager to fall, and be the firſt who die 
Upon their City Walls for Liberty. 
The diſmal News in Woods reach'd Turnus Ear, 
By Acca brought, and fill'd him with Deſpair : 
Camilla flain, the Volſcian Troops o' erthrown, 
The conqu*ring Trojans had attack'd the Town. 
Inrag' d, he quits the Paſs and Woods with ſpeed, 
For ſo the Will of angry Fove decreed. 
Scarce had he reach'd the Plains, when he beheld 
The Trojan Army in the open Field: 
Both to the City haſte with eager Pace, 
Both Armies diſtant but a narrow Space. 
By riſing Duſt the brave Enear knew 
Laurent ine Troops; Turnus had in his view 
Enea Army marching on a Line; 
The Horſes Neigh, the Men in Armour ſhine. 


« They had begun the Fight, both Hoſts had join'd. 


gut that bright Phabus in the Weſt declin'd, 


The Shades of Night prevail'd on Light of Day; 
* Entrench*d before the Town both Armies lay. 


The End of the Eleventh Book. 
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And dipp'd his fiery Horſes in the Sea, j 
995 
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The CONTENTS: 


The Latins and Rutulians being twice overcome 
in Battel, Turnus reſolves to fight a Duel 
with Zneas: The Terms and Conditions of 
the Fight are agreed on by a ſolemn Treaty, 
confirm'd upon Oath, by Welt; Latinus and 
Turnus. The Treaty is infring d by Juturna, 
Siſter to Turnus, ſent by Juno far that bur- 
poſe. Tolumnius, the Augur, encourages the 


alians by a falſe Omen of the Battel, and is 
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from the Fight. During his Abſence Turnus 
makes a great Slaughter. Venus brings the 


Anger his Veins and raging Paſſion fir'd. 
The Hunters Jav'lins: gallantly ſuſtains ; 


And from the Wound the bloody Jaw lin tears; 


the firſt who attacks the Trojans, ZEncas is 
wounded by an Arrow, and forc'd to retire 


Herb Dittany from Crete, and cures /Eneas; 
who recovering his Health and Vigour, returns 
to the Battel, and calls on Turnus by hi, 
Name: But Juturna throws her Brother's 
Charioteer, Metiſcus, from' his Seat,' and ſup- 
plying his Place, guides the Chariot ſtill from 
Eneas ; .who draws his Army near the Town, 
attacks, and throws Fire into the Bullwarks. 
The een Amata, believing Turnus zo be 
kill'd, hangs her ſelf. Turnus returns to meet 
Eneas in ſingle Combate : They fight, -{Encas 
conquers, and is mov'd with Compaſſun to 
fave Turnus's Life ; but ſpying him alorn d 
with the Belt of Pallas, he is fir d with Re- 
venge, and kills him. | 


H x x Turnus ſaw the Latme Troops caf ; 

| down, | ö v 
And that their Eyes were turn'd on hin y 
r T 


a _ . A 


is vow'd Engagement now by all te. 4 
quir'd, | 


As when a Lion, in the Libyan Plains, j 
The Monarch of the Wood his Arms prepares, 


RO 
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Rowing his ſhaggy Main he roars aloud : 

So Wrath and Fury fit'd bold Turnus“ Blood, 1s 

Then. to Linus ſpoke the Prince in Rage. 

Great King, if now the Trojans dare engage 

To keep their promis'd Faith, alone 1 yield 

To meet v/£near in the liſted Field. 

Father, prepare the Rites, the League attend, 15 

Th's Arm the Fugitive to Hell ſhall ſend, 

While you and all th*.Auſonians view the Fight, 

And judge who beſt maintains his Countrey*s Right. 

If he o*ercome, then let him o'er us reign, 

And for his Prize the fair Lavinia gain. + 
* To him Linus calmly thus reply'd. 

« The more, brave Youth, your Valour hath been 


try'd, . 
So much the more the Danger ſhould be weigh'd. 
The ſure Succeſſion of your Father's Throne, , 


With all the Towns your conqu ring Arm hath won, 26 
You may my Friendſhip and my Wealth command : | 
There are more Beauties in th“ Auſenian Land, 

All chaſte as fair, of Royal Birth and Mind ; 

Let what I freely ſpeak Attention find, | 
Though not ſo grateful to a Lover's Ear, 30 
What's meant as Kindneſs you may kindly hear : 

Both Gods and Men my Daughter's Match withſtood 
With any Prince ſprung from .Auſonian Blood; $ 
Your Birth, your Merit, with the Tears and Cries 

Of poor Amata, made me break all Ties. 35 
B b b 2 1 
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I fnatch'd her fm , broke my Word; 
*Gainſt Fate,” gawaſt Faith, purſu' d with Fire and Sword 
That injur'd Prince: Now to your Coſt you know, 

Our Fortune, Dangers, endleſs Foils and Woe. 

In Batrel twice o ercome, we ſcarce defend 40 
This Town, on which alone our Hopes depend. 

Our Blood ſtains Tyber*s Flood, ſtill red with Gore, 

And Latin Bones bleach all the neighb'ring Shore. 
Why am Iunreloby'd, to Change inclia'd > 

Since Tuna Fate alone reftrains my Mind 44 
From ſtrict Alliance with the Trejas Race: 

Brave Turnus, live, and let us join in Peace. 
© What might the Nui, my Kinſmen, ſay, 
And all tit Italian Race, ſhould I betray 

| © YoutLife to cruel Fate (which Heaven defend!) 36 
| 5 The Daughter's Lover, and the Father's Friend? 

| « Coufider well the various Turns of War, 

, » Pity your Facher's Age, his Grief, his Care, 
Your Abſence plu nges him in deep Deſpair. 

But no latzeaties Turm Fury tame, $$ 

© The proffer'd Cute adds Fury to the Flame. 

Soon as his Anger cool d, thus Turnus ſpoke. 

Why ſhould my Life, great King, your Care provoke ? 
Ne'er ſtop my Fate, if Death can Glory gain: 

And yet this Hand has thrown few Darts in vain. 60 
This deadly Steel has no Reſiſtance found, 
Whenc'er 1 ſtrike Death ſtill attends the Wound. 
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The Coward's Mother now is far from hence, 
To ſhrowd him with a Cloud for his Defence. 

Since Blood and Wounds muſt end the fatal Strife, 65 
The frighted Queen, who ſoon muſt loſe her Life, 
Embrac'd the eager Youth, then ſaid in Tears: 
If e' er you honour'd poor Amata's Years, 
I by theſe Tears intreat, my Ages hope, 
My Comfort, Kingdom's Glory, Houſes Prop, 70 
By theſe dear Names conjure you, do not run. 
To meet the Foe; this ſingle Combate ſhun :- 
Whate*r Succeſs the Gods ſhall pleaſe to give, 
Your Fate to mine is bound; nor ſhall L live, | 
Or Light enjoy, or be a Captive led, Ts 
To ſee /Encas my Lavinia Wed, 

Amata's Words from fair Lavinia drew 


q 4 
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, Tears trickling down her Checks like Orient Dew. 
A crimſon, Bluſh her glowing Face o'erſpread, | 
As Indian Ivory, when ſtain'd with Red, $ 20 
Or Lilies ſet. with Roſes in a Bed: 

1 The charming Maid's Complexion thus appears: 


Turnus all over Love on fair Lavinia ſtares :. 

The more the lovely Object feeds his Eyes, 

He's till more keen to Fight where Beauty is the Prize. 85; 

Then to. Amata ſaid: Erom Tears refrain, 

Nor Pray'rs, nor Omens can. my haſte reſtrain, 

Where Honour calls, there ſhall 1 Glory gain. 

If Fate be good 1 ſhall. my Fate fulfil, | 

Not can 1 ſhun it if my Fate be ill. 90 
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Yon, 1dmon, to the Trojan King sepait, 
And to his Ears th” unweloome Meſſage bear. 
When next the rofie Chariot of the Morn 
Shall all out Fields with new-ſprang Light adorn, 
He needs not to the Fight his Tryjan! lead, 95 
Nor will 1 *gainft him my Nernfran- head; 

His Blood or mine the Quartel ſhall decide, 

And ſhew who beſt deſerves the Royal Bride. 
Thus Tum, ſpoke, then went to view his Horſe, 
With Joy admit u their Mettle and their Force, 100 
The Breed aud Stations of this noble Race 

Were ſent Pim by a Qucen of Thrace : 

Fleeter than Wind, and whiter far than Snow, 
Grooms ſtroke and comb their Manes, which 1oofcly 

flow : | 4 

Then tries his Armour where rich Metals mine, 10 
And Flos'rs of Gold with Leaves of Silver twine, 
pon his Head his crefted Helmet ty'd, 

Adotn'd with Plumes in Indian 'Purpte dy'd: 

He fits his Shield, and girds his flaming Blade, 

Which Vulian for his Sire of Styganm Temper made. 170 
Then from a Pillar which-the Vault ſuſtain'd 

He ſnarck'd a Lance, which he from Mor pain'd ; 
Avuruneian Actors Spolls he fiercely ſhook, — 

And :ais'd his Vice, and thus clated\Fpoke, is; 

I never us'd thy deadly Force in vain, 115 
No Hand but Ader would thy Weigl ſuſtain: 
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No weaker Arm ſhall guide thy fatal Blow 
Againſt the Coward Trojan, him o*etthrow ; 
(Now is the long'd-for Time) his Armour tear, 
His balmy Locks with Blood and Duft beſmear. 


126 


With Fury toſe*d, his Face inflam'd with Ire, 
His burning Eyes datt glaring Sparks of Fire. 
As when a Bull for Fight his Horns prepares, 
Bellows aloud, and with bent Forehead dares 
A ſturdy Oak ; in Rage he ſpurns the Ground, 7x2 


And puſhes *gainſt the Wind an empty Wound. 
Ana, now, with equal Ardour fill'd, | 

Receiv'd with Joy the Challenge to the Field, 5 

Fierce in old Vulcan's Armour and his Shield ; 

And in'his Looks a warlike Air appears, 

His grieving Son and ſad Compenions chears, 

Foretells them Fate. 

Then bids the Men, the Challenge brought, fa Seay | 

To Latinm*s King, the Terms to end the War. 
NextMotn had ſcarce diſpel d theShades of Night, 1 ” 

And deck'd the Mountains Tops with dawning Light; 

* When Phebs,? Horſes riſing from the Sea, 3 7 

* From fiery Noſtrils breath'd approaching Pay, IE 

The Trojans and Rwtulian;'now ſurround 

The lifted Field amidft the circl'd Ground: 

Hard by the City Walls they Fites prepare; 

To common Gods they moſſy Altars rear. 

Some Water bring, their Heads with Linen bound. 
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Some carry Fue, with Wieaths of Myrtle crownd, 
Tl 
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Th' Auſonian Legions from the Gates advance, 14 
Each Soldier arm'd with a ſteel-pointed Lance; 
With Tyrrhen Standards Trojan Enligns join, 
In native Armour both the Armies ſhines 
Drawn up in Battel-they their Fronts enlarge, | 
And ready ſtand as if they were to charge. 130 
The chief Commanders through the Squadrons ride, 
With Tiſſue Veſts in Tyrian Purple dy'd ;. 
The brave Alas, Royal Anefthens came, 
And great Meſſap#s, who could Horſes tame. N 
The Trumpets ſound, each to his Poſt repairs, 15s 
They reſt their Shields and plant their quiv ring Spears. 
Upon the Walls old Men and Women ſtood, 
The Roofs were loaded with th ignoble Crowd. 

* Then June from a Hill without a Name, | 
&« Since call'd Mount Alban by ſucceeding Fame, 160 
Beheld the Field and Town, both Camps ſurvey'd, 
And to Juturna, Daunus Daughter ſaid: 
(ro her the Lakes and Rivers Homage ow'd,. 
This Gift for Virgin Honour Fove beftow'd.) | 
Nymph, Glory of the Floods, to me moſt dear, ) 165. 
Whom 1 to all my Husband's Loves prefer, ; 
* To you of Heaven I freely gave a Share. 
Though what 1 ſay diſpleaſe, yau cannot blame: 
Whilſt Fate allow'd, I ſav'd, the ZLgtian Name, 
Protected Tarn, and Latings* State; 
Now Twrnws wreſtles with unequal. Fate; 
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His Hour is come, the Siſters have decreed 
This Day, this fatal Day, hall Turm bleed. 
I neither can the Truce or Fight behold, 
If you ought for a Brother date, be bold 3. on 
Some chance may yet our ſinking Hopes uph old. 
Scarce had the Nymph with Tears her Grief exprefs'd, 
Oft beating with her Hand her lovely Breakt : 
This is no time to grieve or ſhed a Tear, 
Saturnia ſaid, make Tuna, Life your Care: 120 
Haſte, ſnatch him, if you can, from ſudden Pare, 
Renew the War, nor let the Monarchs treat 3 
For I will own the Deed. With this the left 
Juturna unreſolv'd, by Grief of Senſe bereft, 

In Pomp the Kings march to the fatal Plain; 28S 
Each was attended by a Royal Train: 
Four ſprightly Horſe Latinas Chariot drew, | 
And Phebs:-like, twelve Rays adorn'd his Brow 2 
Two Snow-white Steeds drew Turnus to the Field, 
Who in his Hand two ſhining Lances held, _ 196 
e/Eneas there, the Romen Founder, rode, 
In ſhining Armout made by Lame, God. 
* Rome's ſecond Hope, Aſcenins next appears: © 
The High-Prick next, who Snow-white Veſtments wears 3 
A briſtly Hog, an unſhorn Sheep he brings, 103 
And near the flaming Altars plac'd the Offerings. 
Then to the ziſing Sun they turn their Pyes, 
And hallow with Salt and Cora the Sacrifice ; 
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Then mark along the Chine with pointed Steel, 
And Bowls of Wine upon the Altars ſpill. 200 
Firſt good Æneas pray d with Sword in Hand, | 

Bear witneſs, Sun, and thou, Auſonian Land, 

For which I ill ſuch Toil and Labour bear: 
Almigbty Fove, great Juno, hear my Pray'r, 

Now more propitious: You moſt glorious Mars, 2 
Who govern as you pleaſe the Fate of Wars; 

Ye Fountains, Rivers, and ye Pow'rs who reign 

In Heav'n above, Gods of the bluſt®ring Main, 

I here agree, if Turnus overcome, 

Vanquiſh'd, to match to King Evander's Home: 210 
Nor ſhall Ialus or the Trojan Race, 

From hence with Arms diſturb the Latian's Peace. 

But if for me the Chance of War declare, 

(Which 1 believe; ye Gods, make that your Care:) 
Tis fas from my Deſign a Crown to gain, 215 

Nor ſhall the Trojans o et th* Italians teign: 

Let equai Laws both Nations Strength eacreaſe, 

And live unconquer'd in a laſting Peace. 

I ſhall both Kites and Houſhold Gods convey, 

And King Latinss bear Imperial Sway 226 
* In Peace and War; for me, my Friends ſhall frame 
A Town, and call it by Lavinia's Nam. 

Then old Latinas thus addteſs' d his Pray*r, 

With Hands and Eyes held up to Heav'n. I ſwear, 

© By the ſame Heay'n and Earth, andbluſtring Main,225 
By all the Gods which all the three contain, 


By 
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By Fove himſelf, who Leagues wich Thunder ſeals, 

By the infernal Gods and loweſt Hells, > ff 
By dauble Janus, and theſe holy Flames 

Which now I touch, by all theſe ſacred Names, 
No Chance, no length of Time ſhall e' er deface 
This ſolemn Treaty with the Trojan Race : 

Whate' ex Succeſs the-Combate ſhall attend, 

No Pow's ſhall alter what I now intend ; | of 
Not tho? the Globe in raging Floods were drown'd, 235 
And Night and Hell ſhould Heav'n and Light confound: 
This Sceptre firſt (his Hand a Sceptre held) 
Shall with new Leaves and Branches ſhade the Field; 
Long time ago lopp'd from its Mother's Rot, 
Its tender Boughs by the keen Axe were cut; . 240 


230 


Inlaid with Gold by the skill'd Artiſt's Hand. 

Since born by Kings who rul'd th* Auſonian Land. 
Theſe ſolemn Vows the Treaty ratify'd 

Before the Kings and Chief of either Side. 

Then deſtin'd Victims with due Rites expire, 245 


Whoſe panting Entrails crown the ſacred Fire. 
This ſingle Fight unequal ſeem'd before 

To the Rutwlian Troops, who murmur more 

The Day now come; when diſmal Signs declare 

Prince Turnus Stxength unequal for the War; 250 

His ſullen Gate and his dejected Eyes, 

As he advanc' d t' adore the Deities; 

His youthful Face had loſt its manly Look, 

Preſaging Terror ali his Body ſhook, 


Now 
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Now when Jurorne ſaw their Fears encreafe, 255 

And that the Vulgat doubted the Succeſs, _ 

« She takes Comme? Shape, in Arms well known, 

Great by his Father's Deeds, but greater by his own : 

She threw her ſelf amongſt the thickeſt Files, 1 

(Too well the Goddefs knew to praftife Wiles.) 5 | 

Thus Rumonrs ſpreads, thus Turm Troops revites. 7 

Is both your Senfe of ame and Honour fled, 

T* expoſe for all of you one fingfe Head! 

Den they more Courage ot more Squadrons boaſt? | 

You ſee the Treſam and Arcadian Hoſt, 265 
Erraſean Tarthon with them both combin'd, 

Not half out Number when all three are join'd, 

Me who to Heav'n has vow'd his Life and Blood, | 
Both for his Hondut and his Countreys Good, 

Shall mount above and gain eternal Name: 270 
We who Spectators ſtand to ſee his Fame, 

Shall loſe our Countrey and our Honour flain . 

For ever Slaves to Phrygian Lords remain. 

Theſe Words ſtill more the Soldiers Rage foment, 
And conſcious Murmurs through the Army went: 27; 
The Latin Nations, though to Reſt inclin'd, 
Yet lov'd Sedition turns their peaceful Mind ; 

* To Arms they run, the Treaty ſworn repeat, 
© They pity Turnus, and his Fate lament. 
To crown the Work Juturna had prepar'd 
A Prodigy which high in Aix appear'd F 
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It ſtruck th' Ni Hearts with fallden dread, 
And by a Stratagem their Minds miſteat. 

An Eagle ſoaring through the azure Skies 
Attacks a Flock ef Sea-Fowl, as ſhe fies; 276 
Then ſtooping on the Flood ſhe truſs d a Swan ; 

New Ardour through the Lm Army ran. 

The Fowl diſpers'd ſtraigkt fare about and cry, 

Their Wings expanded darken all the Sky ; 

(Strange to behold!) they join and preſs the Foe, 256 
The Eagle overpow'r'd her hold lets go, 

And drops the weighty Prey amidſt the Floods, 

Then ſptung aloft for Sheket to the Clouds. 
The glad Rurulians ſhout through trembling Air, 
Welcome the Omen and their Arms prepare. 295 
Augur Tolammar ſpoke the firſt, and ſaid, 
For this ſo oft to Heav'nly rs 1 pray d, 

For this 1 have implot d their Aid; 1 fee 
The happy Sign, and what the Gods decree: 
To Arms, to Arms; tis I dare lead the way po 


\ 


Todriye theſe proud Invaders to the Sea, 
Who think to make us, like theſe Birds, a Prey. 
Double your-Ranks, and in cloſe Order ſtand, 
And ſave your King: from proud ur Hand, 
He ſaid, and with a Datt the Foes defies, 305 
Through yielding Air the whizzing Jav'lin flies; 
With Shouts aud rs xais'd through all the Field; 
And all the Troops with Rage and Tumult fill'd. 

Vo I. IL Cee 'Gainſty 
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»Gainſt nine Artadian Brothers as they Rood, 

Born of Gylippu;* Wife, of Tyrrhen Blood, 310 
The Jav'lin flew, to one it gave a Wound 

% Juſt where his Belt was to his Middle bound, 

The graceful Youth (who ſhining Armour wore) 
Tranſpierc'd, and threw him ſprawling in his Gore : 
Grief fices'the Brothers' Rage; the valiant Band, 31; 
Poiſing their Jav'lins, run with Sword in Hand | 
Mindly to charge the Foe, by Fury led; 

To meet their Rage the Latin Troops make Head. 
Gainſt theſe the Trojans and Etruſcans join, 

With Palla“ Troops, ' whoſe gilded Armour 

ſhine, Ford 71677) (ie 
Revenge and Fury all to War incline. : 

Altars o'erthrown, and Storms of Jav'lins fly 

Through troubl'd Air, and darken all the Sky; 
They throw at others ſacred Bowls and Fires, 

Latinus, with his Gods profan'd, retires. | 325 
Hexe one his Chariot fits, another mounts his Steed, 
All draw their Swords and to the Charge laceeed, 

© Meſſapu:, eager to diſturb the Peace, 

Rides King Auleſtes down, of Tyrrhen Race; 
The furious Shock the hopeleſs Prince teclin'd 
Upon a burning Altar plac'd behind: _ 

| Meſſapus' Spear o' ertakes him with a Wound, 

' Begging his Life, and ſprawling on the Ground. 
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You have it ſure, he ſaid, this Victim is 
The fitteſt Off "ring to the Deities : _ 
Th' aliens ſtrip him as he burning lies. 
A flaming Brand bold chorinaus ſeiz'd | 
From burning Altars; as Ebuſus rais'd 
His Arm to ſtrike, this in his Face hedaſh'd, ; 
And all his ſmelling Beard with burning flaſh'd ; 340 
Urging the ſtagg'ring Foe with Terror ſtunn'd, | 
And caught his Hair and bore him to the Ground; 
Then with his Knee preſs'd down, till in his Side 
He ſheath'd his killing Sword in Crimſon dy “. 
There Podalirins boldly dates purſue 345 
The Shepherd Alſus' while he's ruſhing theoogh®* 
The foremoſt Ranks, who turning gainſt his Foe, 
Upon his Head diſcharg'd a mighty Blow : 
The Axe craſh'd through and cut his ſpouting Veins, 
His Arm beſpatt'ring with warm Blood and Brains, 350 
© A deadly Sleep his fainting Sight o'ercaſt, | 
. And elos' d his Eye- balls in eternal Reſt. 
5 His Head uncover' d, and his Hands tcerch'd wide, 
The good Æncas to his Soldiers cry'd. 
O whither Friends? What Chance inſpires your Haſte? 
What ſudden Madneſs has your Minds poſſeſs'd? 356 
The ſolemn Treaty's ſworn ; reſtrain your Rage, 
For 1 alone muſt now in Arms engage; 
Baniſh your Fear, and ſuffer me to Fight, 
This Arm alone the injur'd Gods muſt tight: 360 
Seen Ti 
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"Tis I muft bind and make the Treaty fand, 
Fox Tyrnus Life is fated to this Hand. 


While thus he ſpoke, a finging Arrow flew 


And wounds the Prince, yer none the Author knew; 


Or who had drawn the Bow from whence i it came, 
What God or Chance rais'd the Rutwlians Fame: 
The Glory of the noble Deed was drown'd, 


; Ms 


And none could boaſt of brave nee? Wound, 


When Turnus ſaw the Trojan King retir'd, 5 


His Friends diſmay*d, new Hopes his Courage fir d, 370 


His Steeds he calls for, puts his Armour on, 


Swelling with Pride, as if the Day were won; 5 


Snatching his Reins into the Chariot leaps, 

And bears his Foes before him down in Heaps : 

His Wheels drive o'er the Braveſt as they die, 

With their own Jay'lins killing thoſe who Oy... 
As near the Banks of Hebrw? Icy Flood, 


1 


* 


* 1 


The God of War, who takes delight in Blood, 115 


Ratling his Sword upon his dreadful Shield, 
To Battel drives his Chariot 9g'er the Field 3 
His fiery Horſes (than the Winds more fleet) 


310 


Make Thracian Plains reſound beneath their Fegt : | 


His dreadful Guards attend him ey 'ry where, 
Dire Forms of Anger, Treachery, and Fgar: ON 
Thus daring Turnus through the Squadrons Jed 
His foaming Steeds, inſulting o et the Dead ; 
Their hollow Hoofs daſh round a Crimſon Flopd, 


And trample in theis Courſe Sand mix'd with Blood. 


385 


He 


385 


563 

He Sthenelus and Thamyris o' erthrew, 
Theſe Hand to Hand; at diſtance Pholus ſlew: 390 
Imbraſus Sons he reach'd and kill'd from far, 
Mounted alike, both arm'd alike for War, 

Ewumedes on the other Wing appears, | 
Old Dolon's Son, ſo fam'd in Trojan Wars; 
His Grand-ſire's Name, his Father's Heart could boaſt, 
Who being ſent to view the Grecian Hoſt, 396 
He had the fooliſh boldneſs to aſpire 
© To ask Achille, Horſes for his Hire. 
A fitter Recompenſe baſe Dolon found 
From Diomede Hand, a mortal Wound, 400 
When Turnus had Ewmedes in his view. @— © 
In open Field a killing Dart he threw, 
And wounds him from afar: Then, reining up his Horſe, 
Leaps from his Chariot with a mighty Force | 
Upoa the groy'ling Foe, now almoſt dead. 405 
Then from him vreſts his Sword, and plung'd the Made 
Deep in its Maſter's Throat; then with diſdain, 


said, Meaſure at your Length the Lian Plain, 


And thus enjoy the Land you dare invade; 7 

My Foes have ſtill ſuch fatal Conqueſts made. 410 
Next bold Asbutes with his Spear he kill'd, 

Ouloreus, Dares, Sybaris he foil'd 3, 

His Arm Therſilochus, Thymartes flew, 


_ © Whom oer his. Neck his plunging courſer threw 3 , 


do Thracian Winds inſult th? L£gcan Floods,, 47g 
all Wayes below, and drive away the Clouds; 
5 C.cc 3 Thus 
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*Tis I muſt bind and make the Treaty Hand, 
Fox Tyrnu Life is fated to this Hand. 

While thus he ſpoke, a ſinging Attow flew 
And wounds the Prince, yer none the Author knew; 
Or who had drawn the Bow from whence i it came, 36s 
What God or Chance rais'd the Rutwlians Fame: 

The Glory of the noble Deed was drown'd, 
And none could boaſt of brave tf Wound. 

When Turnus ſaw the Trojan King retix'd, ge | 
His Friends diſmay*d, new Hopes his Courage fir'd,z76 
His Steeds he calls for, puts his Armour on, 
Swelling with Pride, as if the Day were won; 
Snatching his Reins into the Chariot leaps, 

And bears his Foes before him down in Heaps : 
His Wheels drive o'er the Braveſt as they die, 1 oi 
With their own Jay'lins killing thoſe who By. . 

As near the Banks of EH. lr ley Flood. 
The God of War, who takes delight in Blood, - 
Ratling his Sword upon his dreadful Shield. 
To Battel drives his Chariot oer the Field; 389 
His fiery Horſes (than the Winds more fleet) 

Make Thracian Plains reſound beneath their Fegt: | 
His dreadful Guards attend him ey'ry where, ERC 
Dire Forms of Anger, Treachery, andFear: , _ | 
Thus dating Tuns through the Squadrons led. = 
His foaming Steeds, inſulting oer the Dead ; | 
Their hollow Hoofs daſh round a Crimſon Flopd, 1 
Aud trample in their Courſe Sand mix'd with Blood. 

He 
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He Sthenelus and Thamyris o' erthrew, 
Theſe Hand to Hand ; at diſtance Pholus flew : 399 
Imbraſus* Sons he reach'd and kill'd from far, 
Mounted alike, both arm'd alike for War, 

Eumedoes on the other Wing appears, 
Old Dolon's Son, ſo fam'd in Trojan Wars; 
His Grand- ſire's Name, his Father's Heart could boaſt, 
Who being ſent to view the Grecian Hoſt, 396 
He had the fooliſh boldneſs to aſpire 
© To ask Achille? Horſes for his Hire. 


A fitter Recompenſe baſe Dolon found 


From Diomedes? Hand, a mortal Wound, 400 
When Turnus had Eumedes in his view, 


In open Field a killing Dart he threw, 

And wounds him from afar: Then, reining up his Horſe, 

Leaps from his Chariot with a mighty Force 

Upon the groy'ling Foe, now almoſt dead. 405 

Then from him wreſts his Sword, and plung' d the Blade 

Deep in its Maſter's Throat; then with diſdain, 

said, Meaſure at your Length the Latian Plain, 

© And thus enjoy the Land you dare invade; 

My Foes have till ſuch fatal Conqueſts made. 410 
Next bold Asbatcs with his Spear he kill'd, 

Chloreus, Dares, Sybarishefoil'd ;, 

His Arm Therfilockus, Thymates flew, 


_ © Whom o'er his Neck his plunging Courſer threw 3 


So Thracian Winds inſult th? ÆAgcan Floods, 
all waves below, and drive away the Clouds; 


Gee 3: Thus» 
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Thus Turnus cuts his way quite through the Field, - 
Squadrons retreat, and conquer'd Legions yield: 
By Fury driv*n, like Lightning through them flies, 
Winds ſhake his Creft which from ſwift Motion riſe. 420 
Now Phegeus ſaw him puſhing on in Rage, 
And with the Chariot boldly dares engage; 
Seizing the foaming Horſes by the Reins, 
Turns from their Courſe, whom hanging on their Many 
They drag along. Him Turnus has in view,  - - 425 
And with full Strength a whizzing Jav'lin threw, 
Which through his double Armonr Paſfage found, 
And on his Body flightly mark d a Wound. 
., Phegeus oppos'd his Shield to ſhun the Harm, 
Reſolv'd to owe his Safety to his Arm: 410 
Him Taunus rapid Wheels threw to the Ground, 
Where 'twixt his Head and Armour aim'd a Wound 
At his defencelefs Neck with dextrous Hand. 
And left his headlefs Frunk upon the Sand. | 
While conquering Twnus Death and Terror fends 43 5 
Through all the Fields, £nea mourning ——_ 
Inlus, Mneſthens and Achates went 3-44 
"To lead the Prince all bloody to his Tent: 
They, and a Spear, his fainting Steps fuftain z - 2 

430 


Enrag'd, he breaks the Arrow, tugs in vain 

The bearded Steel, regardleſs of the Pain. 

* Eager to Fight, he begs his Friends to found + 

„The Arzow's Flight, and ro enlarge the Wound. 
5 81 * There 
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© There came api? Son to prove his Art, | 
* Whoſe Form Divine fo fir\d As Heart 443 
With eager Love; the joyful God, to woo — 5 
© The graceful Youngfter proffer'd to beſtow 
© His Preſcience, tuncful Harp and conqu*ring 
Bow. | * N * 14s, 

Lapis to preſerve his Sire from Death, 
And Tears reſtore, to whom he ew'd his Breath, 450 
* Prefer:'d the Skill of Phyſick*s filent Praiſe 
* To all the Glory of Apolle*s Bays. | | 
And now Anta frets, heleant, and ſtood 
Supported on a Spear, amidſt the Crowd 
Of his afflicted Friends, a Mind he bears 455 
Immoveable to all their Griefs and Fears. 8 
Like Pœon girt Japis acts his part, 
The Cure purſues with gentle Hand and Art; 
He tries the Foree of Herbs and learned Drugs, 
In vain he toils, the Dart with Pinchers tugs: 400 
No wiſh'd Suceeſs on his great Skill attends, 
Healing Apoil' no Affi ſtanee ſends. 

Horror the Fiel4 and wild Confuſion fills, 
And Turw Horſe are preſſing at their Heels; 
Thick Duſt and Fav'lins fill the darken'd Skies, 465 
Nothing is heard but Groans and diſmal Cries. 
-  Enea?” Wound griey*d Ctherea's Heart, 
She brought him Dittany ro eaſe his Smart ; 
Its Stalk rough Leaves and purple Flow*rs ſurround, 
well knownto Goars, whom feather'd Arrows wound · 


4 Fair 


Fair Venus with a ſable Cloud obſcur d, 

In a bright Bowl its dusky Liquor pour'd, 
Healing unſeen ; ſhe adds Ambreſial Deus, 
And all together with ſweet Panax brews. 

Lapis bathes the Wound with this unknown, _ 
The Bleeding ſtops, and Senſe of Pain is gone; 
The Arrow of it ſelf drops out, andthen 

His Strength and Vigour both return again. 
Tapis call'd, Haſte bring the Prince's Arms, 

He urg' d the Trejans firſt to freſh Alarms. 

This is no Work of Man, nor 1 who cure, 
We owe this Wonder to a greater Pow'r 3 

The Hand of Heay'n «/£neas' Safety ſends, 
And now preſerves your Life for greater Ends. 
< Earneſt of Fight Ænea Hands infold. 


Impatient of Delay his Spear he ſhakes, 

Puts on his Armour and his Buckler takes, 
Around Aſcanins Neck his Arms he laid, 
And kiſling through his creſted Helmet, ſaid: 
From me learn Virtue and the Art of War, 
From others Fortune take. This Day you are 
Ry this Right Hand ſecure ; the way 1 ſhew 

To noble Acts muſt be perform'd by you: 
When you refle& on Deeds your Race hath done, 
Do like great Heftor's Nephew, and my Son. 
When he had ſaid he bravely took the Field, 
Mis watlike Hand a mighty Jay'lig fill'd: 
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* His Thighs with Cuiſhes coyer'd. o'er with Gold. 
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eus, Mneftheus, draw their Squadrons out, " 2 

Then all the Army with a dreadful Shout 30 

Ruſh from the Camp. ee F 

The Horſes Feet rais'4 blinding Duſt around, 

And with proud Prancings beat the founding Ground. 
Prince Turnus and the Latins, from a Hill 

See them advance, Trembling and Terror chill 305 

Their curdling Blood, Futuna heard and knew 

The Found the firſt, and firaiglit'away ſhe flew, 

With ſpeed his duſty Troops «neas guides. 

As when a dreadful Storm the Sea divides, 

And ftrikes, 'as with a Damp, fpreſeeing Swaigs, $19 

Leaſt it ſhould ruia their laborious Pans 

The Winds fore-run and bluſter from afar, 

Threatning to Trees and Corn immediate War * 

With no leſs Fury td yEnoargo 3 

With doubl'd Ranks the Len hoe. 315 
Through weighty Armour brave Thymbrews Blade 

To bold 0firis' Heart a Paſſage made. 

Mneſtheus o'erthrows Achetins on the Sand, 

Then falls Epmlo by Achates Hand. 1 

Gyas kills Vfens, Prieſt rd dies, 12 

Who firſt attack'd the Trojans by ſarprize. | | 

Cries fill the Ait, the fierce Rvwlians yield, 

And fly by turns o'ex all the duſty Field. | 

The Prince diſdaina to kill thoſe run away, 

Or meet an equal Teams the few who tay 
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Nor follows thoſe who athim Jay'lins threw, 
Turnus alone through Duſt his Eyes purſue, 
To fight with Turnus is his only cate ; | 
© Futuna knows it and is Rruck with fear: 
Hex Brother's Charioteer amidſt the Reins, $30 
© Forc'd from the Beam the threw upon the Plains, 
« Aſſumes his Shape, his Armour and his Mien, 
The Goddeſs drives; Metiſcus ſtill is ſeen. 

As Swallows ſwiftly in their Flight ſurvey 
Some lofty Palace, ſnatching i in their way, 5 $35 
For their expecting Young, the lirtle Prey: . 
They fly to lofty Arches, skim the Ground, 
And with ſhrill Notes make ſtagnate Pools reſound. 
Juturna thus is driv'n amidſt the Foes, 
With rapid Wheels thus ev'ry where ſhe goes, 5 540 
© Now here, now there, triumphant Turnus ſhews ; 
© $trives all ſhe can to ſhun a ſingle Fight, 
Dy turning ſwiftly from «/E£neas Sight: | 
By wheeling oft the brave Æneas tries 
To match his Speed, and through the Squadrons cries, 545 
So oft on Turnus as he caſt his Sight, oy 
He ſtrove in vain to match his Horſes Flight : 
As oft Futurna round the Chariot wheel'd, 
In vain uta, rag*d around the Field, 
Ja vain tormenting Care his Soul divides ; 250 
To him thus vex*d Aeſſapus ſwiftly rides, 6 
And aiming at the Prince his Jav'Iin threw 
With mighty Force, (his Left Hand carry'd two.) 
23 nend- 
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Bending his Knee, Æneas ſtoop'd to ward, 
The deadly Blow, and ſtood upon his Guard; 
The Jav'lin glancing on his Helmet tore 
Its lofty Creſt, and off the Feathers bore, 
At laſt by Treachery his Patience tir'd, 
Rage and Revenge his noble Courage fr d; 
The more that Turnus his Encounter ſhuns, | 566 
And ſtill another way his Chariot runs. | 
Then Fove and ſacred Altars he atteęſts, TY 
Of Peace profan'd, and to the Slaughter haſtes : 
Rais'd by Succeſs, he gavea looſe to Rage, 
All fall who with his thund'ring Arm engage. 
what God can tell, what Muſe in Verſe diſplay 
The Scenes of Slaughter of this bloody Day; 
Who can relate the Warriors that were ſlain 
By Turnus and Anta on the Plain? 
Could Fove theſe Wars behold, and Nations bleed, 370 
Whom he before to join in one decreed? | 
e/Eneas falls on Sucre (which firſt ſtay'd 


56s 


The Hero's Rage) nor ſudden Death delay'd, 5 
Betwixt his Ribs he ſheath'd his killing Blade. 
Turnus two Brothers from their Horſes threw, 57s 


And with his Spear, on Foot, Amycs; flew, 

His ſhining Sword diſpatch'd Diores next, 

Their Heads all bloody to his Chariot fix'd. 

SEneas Talon, Tanais, Cethegus kills, 

The Blood of three at one bold Charge he ſpills, 380 
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To the ſame Fate the tern Onythes yields, 

Born of Peridia in the Theban Fields : 

sem from the Confines of Apolle's Land, 

The Lycian Brothers fall by Turnus Hand, 

With young Menates, loath to undertake 385 

The Toils of War in vain, near Lerna's Lake, 

Liy*d with h'3 Size (they Filhers were by Trade) 

ona poor Fatt, nor Gifts to Courtiers paid. 
As raging Flames from divers Parts attack 

A ſapleſs Wood, hexe Laurel Branches crack, 590 

Or Floods from Mountains foaming to the Sea | 

Roll with a diſmal Noiſe, Rocks, Sands and Clay, 5 

Through Devaſtation forte their dreadful way:; 

Thus to the sHoxk the watlike Princes came, 

Wrath fires their raging Souls, their Eyes dart Flame, 595 

© Eager to kill, unknowing how to yield, 

And big with hopes to gain the doubtful Field : 

With Breafts reſolv'd they ſcow'r the liſted Ground, 

« Give Blow forBlow, and Wound return for Wound. 
Murranus bragging that his Lineage ſprings 699 

From Royat Blood of ancient Latian Kings, 

«Eneas with a pond'rous Rock o'erthrows, 

On him ſtruck down his rapid Chariot goes ; 

The Wheels which drove him tear him now he's dead, 

Unknown, his Horſes cruſh their Maſter's Head, 605 
Turnus raſh Hyllus met in foaming Rage, 

And threw a whizzing Jay'lin, to aſſwage Oy 

| f And 


1d 


Book XII, ZANEIS. fe 


And cool the burning Feaver in his Veins, 

Which through his gilded Beaver pierc'd his Brains, 

© Thee, cretcus, btaveſt of the Grecian Band, to 
* Thy Courage could not ſave from Turnus Hand; 
Nor did the Gods cupentus Help afford, 

Or guard his Life from great Æncas Sword, c 
Which flew like Lightning through the bloody Field: 
In vain the Prieſt oppos'd his brazen Shield. 615 
Thus Aolus by Turnus Hand was ſlain, * 
His Giant Body loads Laurentum's Plain, 

Whom all the Grecian Troops could ne er annoy, 


Nor great Achilles though he ruin'd Te- 


His Bounds of Life fer here, by Fate he dies, 620 
Near Ida born, in Latium buried lies. | | P 
Their Foes the Trojans charge, both Armies join, 
Brave Maeſtheus and Sereſtus lead the Trojan Line, 
Meſſapus with Aſylas, and the Force | 
The Tuſcans ſent with King Evanders Horſe : 625 
Each Man the utmoſt dares without reſpite, 
All Death out-brave, and all for Glory Fight. 
Fair Cytherea then inſpires her Son, 
That with his Troops he would attack the Town, 
And give a ſmart Diverſion to the Foes. © 830% 
He through the Squadrons after Tamas goes,” 
And darts his Looks around; the Town belield | | 
Free from the War, and Dangers of the Field. 
Now vaſt Ideas of tlie Action fil!!! 2 TY 
His lab'ring Mind, he mounts a gentle Hill. 635 
Vo I. II. D d d | 
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eAEneas calls his chief Commanders ſtraight; 

Round him and them the crowding Trojans wait, 

Under their Arms; he ſtood aloft and ſaid, 

What I command muſt be with haſte obey'd. 

Jeve now declares for us, and I adviſe 640 

More Vigour for the ſudden Enterprize : 

This Day Iwill Latinus Throne o'erturn, 

This Town, which caus'd the War, to Aſhes burn, 

* Unleſs they now ſubmit and yield in time, 

And make a juſt Atonement for their Crime. 645 

Shall 1 expect till Turnus pleaſe to Fight 2 

Date thus the Vanquiſh'd do the Victor right? 

This is the Source of War, ſince Treaties fail, 

Fall on, brave Friends, let Fire and Sword. prevail. 

e/£neas ſaid : One Mind poſſeſs'd them all, 650 

To march in Battel and aſſault the Wall. 

© Some Fire-Balls throw, ſome Scaling-Ladders bear, 

Some force the Gates, and kill the ficſt appear. 

The Prince amongſt the foremoſt reach'd the Walls, 

With Hand ſtretch*d out aloud Latinus calls, 655 

Blames for his Breach of Faith, a ſecond time 

He had his Arms proyok'd, renew'd his Crime. 
Diviſion through the fearful Crowd is ſown, 

Some call to ope the Gates and yield the Town ; 

Some to the Ramparts force the Latian King, 669 

Some for Defence prepare, and Jay'lins bring. 8 

As when a Swain, within a hollow Rock | 

A Hive hath found, he fills the Cave with Smoak, 5 


The 
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The 


Book XII. ANETS. #73 
The frighted Bees their waxen Forts ſurround, | 
The Caverns echo with a murm' ring Sound, 665 
Produc'd by Pain and Rage, heighten'd by Deſpair, 
The noiſome Vapour mounts through open Air. 

Whilſt Foes and Flames encreaſe the Latians Fears, 
A diſmal Chance drown'd all the Fown in Tears : 
For as the Queen beheld the Foes come on, 670 
The Walls attack'd, and Fire ro Houſes thrown 3 
Sees no Rutulian march to her Relief, 
No Turnus there; ſurpriz'd with Fear and Grief, 
Believes the Princely Youth in Battel kill'd, 
Enrag'd, ſhe ſaid, (her Breaſt with Sorrow fill'd) 675 
* Iam the Cauſe, the Source of all this Ill, 
© The curs'd Effect of my ungovern'd will. 
Dying, ſhe tore her purple Robes, then ty'd 
High to a Beam the Knot by which ſhe dy d. 
Her Death no ſooner reach'd the Womens Ears, 60 
Her Hair and Face the fair Lavinis tears ; 
Madneſs and Fury ſeiz*'d the Women round, 
And doleful Cries through all the Palace ſound ; 
From thence the fatal News o'erſpreads the Town, 
Amaz'd the Latians and their Hearts caſt down, 685 
with Garments torn the ſad Linus goes, 


struck with his private and his publick Woes ; 


His Royal Head with vileſt Duſt prophanes 
And all his ſilver Locks with Aſhes ſtains ; 
He blames himſelf, that ever he deny'd 
To make Lavinia brave Ænca, Bride, 


D d d 2 While 
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While Turnus finds his Courſers fainter gros, 
With Slaughter he, and they with driving, flow, ; 
Chaſing in diſtant Plains the ſtraggling Toe: 

Cries from blind Terror ſent come thro“ the Alt; ) 695 
And Sounds confus' d, of Sorrow, Fear, Deſpair, 
Shoot from the Town, and ftrike his liſtning Ear. 
Ah me! he ſaid, what Horror fills the Town! 
Hither the diſmal Noiſe and Groans ate blown. 
This ſaid, in Rage he ſtopp'd his fainting Horſe, _ 70 
Juturna, like Metiſcus, tein'd their Courſe, 
And to her Brother cries; Haſte, let us go 
Where Conqueſt calls againſt the Trojan Foe z | 
While bold /£neas runs the Latian down, 
Others there are who can defend the Town: 703 
Let us with Slaughter his beſt Troops opprels, ; 
Our Valour and our Numbers are not leſs, 
Turnus reply*d, Since firſt you roſe in Arms, 
And broke the ſolemn Peace by fraudful Charms : 
Too well 1 knew, alas, that it was you, 710 
In vain you have decei d me then and now, _ 
What God inſpir'd or ſent you from the Sky, 
To labour thus to ſee your Brother die? ' 
What can! hope ? what Help can Fortune ſend ? 5 | 
714 


+ 4 


Theſe Eyes beheld Maranus? fatal End, 

I heard him call me, (Oh my beſt loy'd Friend * 
Thus fell that Hero by a mighty Wound, 

And thus untimely Fate brave Vfens found; 


He 


te 
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He would not live to ſee us run away, 

His Arms and Body now the Trojans Prey; 

There's nothing wanting to complete my Shame, 

But that I ſtand to ſee the City Flame. | 

This Hand ſhall give baſe Drance?? Tongue the Lie, 

Shall Turnus run, and Latins ſee him fly & 

Is it ſo hard to die? Infernal Pow'rs! 

(Since thoſe above declare themſelves not outs) 

Receive my Soul both free from Stain and Blame, 

Worthy the Royal Race from whence it came. 
Scarce had he ſaid, Sages came on apace, 

(A bloody Arrow ſticking in his Face.) 

Through Trojan Troops he flew with eager ſpeed, 

Imploring Turnus on his foaming Steed. 

Pity your Friends, whoſe Hope's in you alone. 

Thund'ring in Arms </£neas ruſhes on, 

Threatning th' Italian Tow'rs to overturn-z- 

Conſuming Flames our lofty Houſes burn, 

The Latin: ſet their Eyes and Hearts on you, 

Linus is in doubt what he ſhall do, 

Which of the two his Son-in-law to make, 

And unxeſolv'd appears what ſide to take; 

Beſides, the Queen's no more, yous faithful Friend, 

With her on Hand contriv'd her fatal End. 

Meſſapus and Atinas now oppoſe, 

Before the Gates, thick Squadrons of the Foes: 

A Harveſt ſtiff with Spears and pointed Steel, 

Why you in empty Fields at random wheel. 


720 


72S 


730 


725 


740 


745 


Ddd-z Amaz'd- 


96 VIRGIL Book XII. 


Amaz'd he ſtood, drown'd in a Sex of Thought, 
Silent he look'd, then Love to Madneſs wrought 3 
Aud Grief wich 1 u, en Chance — 
forth, | 


Soon as theſe ſtormy Clouds of Paſſion paſi'd, 
He fiery Glances to the Bulwarks caſt ; | 
High from his Chariot he beheld the Town, 

Saw raging Flames amongſt the Buildings thrown, 


| And ſeiz'd a lofry Turret in their way: | 

= This Tow't with Beams and Planks Prince Tam made 
With Wheels below, on which he Bridges laid, 
Dear Siſter, hold; the Fates o'ercome, 180 
* The way the Gods and cruel Fortune ſhew; 266 
To Fight /£neas I reſolve and dare 
1 Meet Death it ſelf, and brave both it and Fear: 
You ſhall no more behold your Brother fly, 
Siſter, forgivethis Fury e' er 1 die. 
He leap*d upon the Ground when he had ſaid, 765 
And through the Foes and Jav'lins Paſſage made, 
Leaving his Siſter ſorrowful behind, 
And pierc'd through ſtrongeſt Squadrons fleet as Wind. 
As when a Rock from ſome high Mountain torn, - 
Puſh'd by the Wind, or by a Torrent born, 770 
Or by devouring Time loos'd from its Roots, 
Down, down the Steep with Violence it ſhoots; 


Bound- 


Boil'd in his Breaſt, tubanpd Weleda dend 0 


Which whirling round flew upward to the Sky, N 


— 
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Bounding aloft from Crag to Crag it's thrown, 
Bears with it Men, and Trees, and Cattel down. 
Thus Turnus to the Wall through Slaughrer flies, 575 
Blood tains the o, while part ay through 8 


the Skies, . ne 

Firſt with his Hand makes Signs, and then he eries · 
I#tuliansy hold, the Fortune of the Day, 
Howe'er it proves/ is tine. Brave Latians ſtay, 
'Tis juſt I fight alone, and if T far; 77% 
My Death ſhall make Atonement for you all. , | 

Altquit the Fida; à fpacioius Lift appears. PEP 
When Turnus Name had reach'd nue, Ears, © 
Heleft the Gates und Bulwarks of the Town, © - 
Hating Delay, leaves all things elſe naar 785 | 
roteſees Sncceſs of the important Day, 


1 Arms he ſtood all Terrible and Cay: | , * 65h&Ag 


Like Eri or Mount Ae, or the Head 
Of Apennine, which leafy Oaks o' erſhade, 
And proudly mounts aloft his ancient Brow 


790 
Above the Clouds, white with eternal Snow, 
Equal int hopes to gain the noble Prize; 
The Rutuli and Trojans turn their Eyes; 5 
As by conſent Arms are laid down by all, 
By thoſe attack and thoſe defend the Wall. 795 


Latinus ſtood amaz'd, when he beheld 

Hero's determin'd for the bloody Field, 

And by the Sword the Quarrel to decide, 

Both born in Countcics which vaſt Seas divide. 


The 


os VIRGTL* Book XII. 


The Lifts ſet wide, the Combatants appear, too 
At diſtance throw their Spears in full Career. 
Next with their Swords to the fierce Shock they came, 
Blows ring on Helmets, whilft their Shields dart Flame: 
No Stroke in vain, Valour and Fortune meet, 
The trampl'd Ground reſounds beneath their Feet, vg 
© As when two Bulls on Mount Taburna Height, 
Or in great Si/a's Woods engage in Fight, 
And with bent Foreheads charge, ftunn'd and a- 
fraid , A | 
Their Keepers fly „the Drove's with. Doubt diſ- 
may'd, | 
Who ſhall command, or who the Herd ſhall lead; - 810 
With eager Force they puſh, each other tear, 
While wrenching Horns their Necks with Blood beſmear 3 
Each eager to o'ercome they roar aloud, 
Their Bellowingy reſound through all the Wood. 
«/Eneas thus encounters. Daunus Heir, $15- 
The clanking of their Arms ſounds through the Ait. 
Fove ſets the Beam for both, Fate fills the Scales, 
This ſinks, he dies; that mounts, and he prevails. 
Turnus to end the War, himſelf. etects, 
And his whole Strength into one Blow e ollects. 820 
The Trojans on the bold Rutulians gaz d, 
Hope frights the ficſt, and Fear the laſt amaz' d. 
The treach'rous Sword betray'd brave Turnu Stroke, 
Fell from his thund' ring Arm, in pieces broke; 
ä No- 
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No Safety but in Flight, like Wind he flies, $25 

When now diſarm'd an unknown Hilt he ſpies. 

"Tis ſaid, when Turnus firſt to Fight drew out, 

Hurry'd with Haſte in the diſorder'd Rout; 

He for his Father's ſeiz?d Matiſen Blade, 

Which was ſufficient while the Trojans fled; $30 

But *gainſt Vulcanian Armour could not ſtand; 

The Sword gave way, made by a mortal Hand, 8 

Like brittle Ice fell ſhining on the Sand. 

Turnus ſurpriz' d, ran ſwiftly o'er the Field, — 

Now here, now there, in various Turnings wheel'd. 137 

The Trejan Troops inviron all around, 

His Flight here Fenns, there lofty Bulwarks bound. 

Yet brave /Eneas till purſues his Foe, 

Though by the Arrows Wound become more favs. 

And ſtaggering on his feeble ane 84+ * 

Yet cloſely follows Turn- at the Heels. 

As in A River when a Stag is found, 1 

Incloste th crimſon Toils, the deep mouth'd Hound, | 

Op 'ningaloud; runs ſwiftly to invade | 

The Stag, of circling Banks and Snares afraid, 1/3845 | 

© He turns a thouſand Windings to and fro, : | 

© Striving in vain to ſhun the Vmbrian Foe, | 

Who preſſeth hard; now holds, and thinks to tear 

With ſounding Jaws, but bites the empty Air. 

Great Clamours riſe,. which echo from the Shore 350 

And neighb'ring Lakes, Heaven thunders with the roar. | 
[- Thus 


* 
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'Fhus Turnus flies, and the Rutulians blames, 
Demands his truſty Sword, and calls them by their 
Names. 47 r 

/Eneas vous to kill the Man who dare 

Go to his Aid; Extremities of War 255 

*Gainſt the Ruulian Name, and ſwears to la 

Their Town in Aſhes if they dare obey. 

The frighten'd Foe, tho“ wounded, ſtill puſh'd on, 

Twice five times round the liſted Field they run 

To and again for no mean Prize contend, $60 

Since-Twrna: Blood the fatal Strife muſt end. 
Amidft the Plain a bitter Olive ſtood 

Sacred to Faunus the Lawrentine God, 

Where Mariners of old were wont to pay | 

Their grateful Vows for Dangers *ſcap'd at Sea, 88; 

ro make the ſpacious Field for Fight more * g 

The heedleſs Trojans cut the ſacred Tree. 

Here ſtuck ,£nea,? Spear, through Haſte or "_ 

Faſt in the Root remain'd'the — — 

e/Eneas ſtrove to pull it at a stretch, 43 27s 

ro wound at diſtance whom he could not react. 

Turnus amaz?d with Fear, to Faunus pray*d, 

If I due Honours to your Altars pay'd, 

Which now the Trojans impious Arms prophane, 

Aſſiſt, kind Mother Earth, the Spear detain. 875 

Mis Pray*rs were heard, the Spear cleaves to the Noor, 

Aua, wanted ai ro pull it out: 


But 
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But while he ſtrives, and tugs, and moils in vain, 
Juturna takes Meriſcus Shape again, 

To aid her Brother, and his Sword reftore. $80 
The Queen of Love with Indignation bore 

The bold Attempt, relieves the Captive Lance. 

Thus arm'd, both Hero's to the Charge advance; 


Freſh Courage chears their Hearts, the Sword and Spear 


Their Spirits raiſe, they for freſh Fight prepare. 84 
Mean while Almighty Fove to Jans ſpoke, 

© As ſhe from ſhining Clouds beheld the Shock. 

Saturnia, ſhall our Jarrings never ceaſe ? 

What now remains you know, and you confeſs, 

The brave «/£neas is deſign'd to be, 

A God by Fates immutable Decree. 

What new Deſign to linger in a Cloud, 

In humid Air? Why wound a Demy-God 

By mortal Hands! Why Twrn#,* Sword reſtore ! 

© Why aid the Conquer'd *gainſt the Conqueror? C 395 

What could Jaturna do without your Tow'r? 

At laſt forbear, let my Deſires prevail, 

From me no more your anxious Care conceal ; 

You've puſh'd it to the laſt, nor can you more 

The Trojans toſs at Sea, nor vex a- ſhore, 900 

Or fright Latinu Houſe with bloody War, 

Or Hymen's Rites confound with anxious Care. 

© Now I command you hold. The Thunderer ſaid. 

uns with Eyes caſt down this Anſwer made. 
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Becauſe 1 underſtood your dtead Command, | * 

I quitted Turnus and eh Aa ſanſan Land * 
Againſt my Will; elſe why ſhould I alone | 

In airy Clouds my Care and Grief bemoan ? 

Circl'd with Fire I would to Battel go, Agee 

And puſh the hated Trojans gainſt the Foe. ore 

Futurna 1 advis'd (with Pity moy'd) FR 

To help her Brother, the bold Deed approv'd; 

But not to draw a Bow or throw a Speat, 5 

By the infernal Source of Styx 1 fear, | 

(The only Oath that can a Goddeſs bind.) 915 

But now I yield, War's loathſome to my Mind. 

I beg a Grace which Fate can ne'er withſtand, 

For Glory of your own Tralian Land. 

When Hymen's Rites the happy Pair have join'd, 

Both Nations Laws in lating Peace combin'd : 920 

(May it prove lucky, ſince it muſt be ſo) . 

Let not the Latins their own Name forego, 

Nor Trojans call, but let them ſtill retain 

Both Speech and Cloaths, let Alban Monarchs reign ; ; 

By native Virtue guard the Pow'r of N 9286 

And raiſe her Glory for all Times to come. 

Since Troy's no more, her Tors in Aſhes lie, 

Pray let the Name 1 hate for ever die. 

To her the Thunderer with a Smile reply'd ; 

Can Saturn's other Child, my Royal Bride, 930 

Such Storms of Anger in her Breaſt contain? | 

Give vent to Rage, which you foment in vain. 
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You have your Wiſh, 1 yield the Latin: may 

Their Tongue retain, and their own Countrey way 3 
Mix'd with the Trojans, they ſhall keep their Name, 935 
Nor Trojans mind the Race from whence they came : 

I ſhall to both give Laws and Rites divine, 

They ſhall in Speech as in Religion join 

Their Off-ſpring ſhall in Piety excel, 

All who on Earth or in the Heav'ns ſhall dwell, 6 940 
Nor any Nation honour you ſo well. 

„ 7une conſents, well pleas'd that her Deſires 

© Had found ſucceſs; and from the Cloud retires, 

Now other Thoughts the Thunderer's Mind invade, 
To drive Juturna from her Brother's Aid: 943 
Three Furies born in Hell to Night, and Earth 
Their gloomy Mother, at one diſmal Birth, 

In Heav'n nam'd Dire by their Mother's Care, 
All arm'd with Snakes and Wings of flecting Ait; 
Before Fove's angry Throne, ſtand ready ſtill; 950 
To fright Mankind and execute his Will : 
They kindle War, ſpread Plagues, Diſeaſes, Fate, 
And puniſh Cities who deſerve Heav'ns Hate. 
Fove from the Sky, ſends one by rapid Flight 
T* amaze Juturna with her Ghaſtly Sight: 955 
Wrapt in a Whirlwind down to Earth ſhe flew, 
© Swift as an Arrow from a Parthian Bow, 
Or poiſon'd Jay'lins which Odoni ans fling, 
Unſeen, unknown, through fleeting Ait they ting: 
Vo I. IL E e e Thus 
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Thus to che Earth the Child of —— * 

Soon as ſhe had both Armies in her view: 

Into the leſſer Owl the Fury turns, 

Which haunts mongſt ruinꝰd . 

Alone by Night ſhe fits, and mourning cries, 

© The Fury thus trans form'd round Turnus flies; 565 

Shrieking aloud, her Wings flap on his Shield, 

Quick Horror froze his Blood; with Terror chill'd, 

His Hair ſtood up, Amazement choak'd his Voice: 

Soon as Juturna heard the dreadful Noiſe 

of the dite Fury's Wings, through deep Deſpair 970 
che beat her Breaſt, and tore her Face and Hair: 

Turnus, ſhe cries, what can a Siſter do 5 


To ſave your Life? What now remains but Woe ? 
How can 1 *gainſt the horrid Monſter go? 
* Now, now I quit the Field, forbear to fright 975 
My anxious Soul, thou filthy Bird of Night, 
The flutt'ring of your Wings I underſtand, 
The diſmal Sound is ſent by Fove's Command. 
O mighty Fove, why do you Life Immortal give, 
For Virgin Honour? Why a Wretch deprive 57 
The Happineſs to die, and end my Woe, 
And go with Turnus to the Shades below ? 
Thus ſaid, the ſigh'd, then with an azure Shroud 
She veil'd her Head, and diy*d into the Flood. 
Now ſtern Ænneas ſhook his mighty Spear, 985 
And thus to Turnus ſaid, Delays proceed from Fear; 
we 
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We — facu en iiNN 
Then change, your Shape' in thouſand Foems, A 

And all your Skill and all ybur Valour tt... ' 'W 
- Sink down to Hell, ot mount the azure Sky. 99 
Then Turnas ſhook his Head; and with Diſdain 
Reply'd : Proud Foe, yout threatning Words are yain, 
Gainſt me great Jus and cruel Fates declare, 
None but immortal Gods can cauſe me fear. 
He ſaid no more, but having in his Eye 995 
* An antique Stone, which did a Land-mark lie, 
To ev'ry Man's Poſſeſſion ſet a Bound, 
To clear Diſputes about the neighb'ring Ground. 
Twelve of the ſtrongeſt living in our Days, | 
Have. ſcarce the Strength ſo vaſt a Stone to raiſe; 1008 
With trembling Hands he head it up to throw. 
And run with mighty Force againſt the Foe ; 
Yet ſo diſorder' d, that he hardly knew 
He rais'd the Stone, or at Au threw : 
On bending Knees, he ſtagger'd as he trod, oo 
And Terror, cold as Death, eongeal'd his Blood. 
The Rock flung through the empty Air fell ſhort, 
Nor hit the Foe, nor anſwer' d his Effort. 
As when aſleep in Dreams we think we run, 
Yet fainting fall before the Race begun: 01e 
In vain we ftrive, in vain we think we cry, | 
Strength fails our Limbs, nor Tongue can Voice ſupply, 
Whatever way by Valour Turnus tries 
To ſhun his Fate, that way the Fury flies, 
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« Athouſand Thoughts his troubl'd Soul confound, ror; 
He view'd the Town, and all his Troops around: 
Through fear he paus'd, he dreads the threatning Lance, 
Knows neither how to ſhun it nor advance; 

He ſees no Chariot, nor his Siſter there. 

eEneas while he lingers aims his Spear ; toe 
Watching his time with all his Might he thtrew, 
Neꝰ er Stone from batt' ring Engine ſwifter flew, 

Nor Thunder breaks the Clouds with ſmarter Sound, 
Nor Whirlwind ruſheth faſter to the Ground. 

Wing'd with Deſtru&ion thus the Jav'lin flew, 1025 
The ſevenfold Shield, and Coat of Mail paſs'd through, 
Tranſpiercing Turnus“ Thigh; ſtruck with the Wound, 
The Prince on faultring Knees fell on the Ground, 

His Soldiers murmur with a doleful Voice, 

The neighb'ring Hills and Woods reſound the Noiſe. 1030 
His proftrate Looks he rais'd; his Hands held out: 
I have what I deſerye, no more Diſpute, 

Uſe Fortune as you pleaſe; yet if the Smart 

Of a kind Father's Grief can touch your Heart, 

For ſuch a one you had, then pity mine, 1035 
And ſpare my Life: But if you more incline 

To be reveng'd, my lifeleſ Corps beſtow 

Upon my Friends, for you have conquer'd now. 

The Latins ſee me fall and ask my Life, 

Hate me no more, Lavinia's now your Wife. 1040 
o/Eneas fierce in Arms a piercing view 

To Turnus caſt, his conqu'cing Arm withdrew : 
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He melts with Pity more and more, then ſpy*d 

Poor Palla“ Belt to Tur, Shoulder ty'd,  - ry 
Shining with Studs of Gold. He knew too well 1045 
That Turnus gain'd this Prize when Pallas fell » 
By his relentleſs Hand. This Sight renew'd 

His former Grief, this Trophy fir'd his Blood : 

In Rage he cry'd, while Pallas Spoils I ſee, 

Hop'ſt thou to triumph twice o'er him and me? 1050: 
Thus Vengeance Pallas pays, this Wound ſhall ſend - 
Thy Ghoſt a victim to my Nlaughter'd Friend, 

This ſaid, on ſwift Revenge the Hero bent, 

His deadly Steel through Turnus Boſom ſeat ; 
Cold Death in haſte purſues the fatal Blow, 1055 
His Soul fled murm 'ring $0the, a below... 84 
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